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A silhouetted murder of crows perch high in the forest midlevel’s ancient 
diseased trees, their shapes meld 

together blending into gnarled, twisted branches providing little contrast to 
the grey and black sky, which seems to bleed into the landscape abetting its 
melancholy decay. 

No crow moves, wind does not stir, no branch is budged, nor feather 
ruffled, no sounds made by a fallen leaves rustle. 

The air is cold and damp, the aroma of mementos left rotting on the 
forest floor combine with the sweet perfume of deaths real and imagined hang 
heavy. 

It is as if, Mother Nature dares not disturb this place, she leaves it to 
define itself in whatever manner it may wish, so not to rouse it from dark 
slumber causing plague to this world. 

Better to allow what may lie sleeping to dream its evil dream, rather than 
cause wicked lids to be slid back revealing malevolent eyes now wide open. 

Pupils dilating adjusting to a new day’s light, scanning slowly at first, then 
quickly, purposefully until fixed upon something, which they may have appetite 
to destroy, caught condemned reflecting within the corneas of Hells’ own eyes. 



Instead, she has decided upon uneasy indifference towards this place. 
Better to allow this tumor to remain black and benign, rather than malignant 
and hungry for fresh territory to gobble up or infect with its disease. 

Since for now it seems to have taken of her what it wants, let it be left 
satiated and ‘Hopefully’ its perimeters will remain unchanged. If left to die in its 
odd way. Still, and alone. 



A minute figure can be seen at the forest’s frontier, once revealed, it is a 
boy no older than eight or nine. He stands staring towards the forest peculiar at 
it, into it...perhaps even through it, possibly observing that which he seeks 
awaiting him hidden somewhere far beyond. 

Only he dares spoil the silence with the faint sounds of his respirations. 
This world does not notice. 

In his left hand, there is a Winchester lever action 30/30, if there were 
just a hint of sunlight, just one stray beam able to escape from its prison, 
behind the clouded canopy guarding this place from the suns light, it may 
possibly catch and reflect within the beautiful finish of the weapons stock, 
revealing the dark wood and deep grain imbedded within its pulp, or it’s 
perfectly blued barrel so precisely machined and fitted to the chamber that its 
aquaintance only reveals the slightest hint of a seam. 

Then there is the chamber itself, ornately engraved with delicate leaves 
and strong vines baring imposing thorns, which lend such beauty to an object 
so harsh in purpose. 

There is much to be said of an article of this sort. The most relevant and 
obvious would be, that this is the firearm of a true hunter. Not the kind who 
plods haphazardly through the woods drunk and wreaking of beer or whatever 
other fermented beverage which may have been available to him. 

Rather it be within the ownership of one who’s cut finds reverence within 
nature and its game. 

At his side hangs a game pouch fastened to him by a leather strap 
crossing his chest from left shoulder to right hip. 

There is no discernable sign of a bulge so the bag appears to be empty. 

Its construct is of leather eras older than its bearer. Most probably made 
of game long since felled by generations previous owner. 

The meticulous quality of artisans gone by is keenly evident. Each stitch 
being uniform and in perfectly symmetrical lines. 

The bag, as the gun, is fastidiously cared for and oiled. They are not 
items for use in some inane hobbyist, they are the icons and relics of this boy’s 
region. 

As he stands there, his thoughts take him back to the night previous. 



Memory meanders through streams carved by neurons deeply 
embedded within his mind, guiding him to the carnival which he attended, then 
even farther beyond the midway, to an obscure corner where tucked away like 
some distasteful family secret lay Jeremy Carvers sideshow and bizarre. 

Further, still a frightful journey yet more beyond unholy sights and fearful 
whispers in the dark. Finally arriving upon foreboding shores, abreast seas of 
misery, where stands the man he met whose feet are firmly planted upon 
sands, who’s grains are made from the souls of the lost and eternally damned. 

One should not juxtapose this to be just any man. 

No, this entity was darker and more foreboding than the forest blight he 
now stands before. 

More cunning and dangerous than any game he may ever dare pray to 

hunt. 

A man colder and infinitely more unforgiving than any days birthed by 
Hells favorite whore, November. 

His minds journey through bleak channels ends within his company. Still 
as the trees, he stands there picking over and analyzing the words this man 
spoke. How meticulously each was chose, then woven into purposeful dialogue 
combining into a beautiful, yet unseen damnation. 

The boys mind may never realize, not even once life’s travels end, the 
true weight of those words, or that at certain times words may carry a far 
greater brutality than the savage weapons hefted by Gods angles in Heaven, 
even though they may be words longed for. 

His reminisce then turn to that of the man’s voice., like breath of 
razorblades and broken glass being forced through twisted vocal cords of 
thrones and barbed wire, heralding forth the poetry of the damned. 



A night earlier, the boy is at the carnival, he is standing in front of a tent 
whose proportions are dwarfed only by the foreboding that emanates from its 
black canvas. The orange light of torches glow against it. Before the entrance is 
a rotting wooden platform, more torches are placed upon it at regular intervals 
casting the fiery glow of Hell upon its fabric, atop it a black pulpit has been 
placed, it is perfectly centered, behind it stands a man who looks as if he could 
be the bishop of Hades himself. 


https://www. youtube.com/watch?v=xC821Yvh8go&list=PLKWOL425tqJpHF6dbYJphl86HMgwhT 
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He stands unnaturally tall and slender, towering over the meager crowd 
of only three or four disinterested onlookers he has managed to gather. 

He wears a shabby tuxedo jacket that is too small for him, it binds in the 
chest and rides up to the midway point of his forearms. 

His pants fit as the jacket does, strangling in the crotch and high upon 
his shins, revealing stark flesh and sagging white socks. 

Upon his feet are a pair of dingy spats, their black gleams while their 
white yellows due to wither and decay. 

The strangeness of his appearance is added to, and completed by the 
immaculate and obviously new top hat precariously perched upon his head, dirt 
caked greasy hair protrudes snaking out from beneath. 

He suddenly raises his hands in an overly dramatic gesture, then in a 
voice suitably loud enough to raise the dead from wormy slumber, he begins his 
bark.” Ladies and Gentlemen! Jedediah Cutters Bizarre is proud to present for 
one night only an unbelievable look into the world of human oddities and other 
freaks of nature.” 

“SEE’ a two headed baby.” 

“SEE’ Thomas Riley Cooper the human skeleton. 

“SEE’ Jo, Jo the dogface boy.” 

Upon mention of Jo, Jo the Barker leaves his script for a moment and 
adds his own vulgar and blessedly brief narrative, “He’s got no hope in Hell of 
ever knowing the pleasures of a woman’s company if you know what I mean.” 



With that, the few onlookers he had managed to temporally gather, begin 
to lose interest and walk away, some due to boredom others due to offence 
caused by this odd and dirty man’s inference. 



None remains except the boy waiting for the Barkers next words, filling 
with impatience, for some unknown reason mesmerized by this vile man, drawn 
in inexplicably, inescapably. The boy is hooked, lured in, his die cast, fate 
sealed his path to be altered no more. 

The Barker continues as he does the torches glow just a bit brighter. The 
flames painting the scenery with Halloween oranges and Christmas reds as he 
continues. 

“SEE’ Sealythe seal boy.” 

“SEE... ‘SEE ‘... A... a, ahhhhhh... German, midget!” 

With that, he stops short he would have continued unabated if not for the 
fact that his gaze had fallen upon the boy, stealing the words from his mouth, 
as a cat steals breath from a sleeping babe. He simply stares at him for a 
seemingly eternal moment, expressionless then his face slowly, deliberately 
begins to change, until the barker’s narrow lips transform while sliding back 
then apart to reveal dangerous teeth ending in a large demonic grin. 

Slowly, almost inaudibly he begins first in a hiss then to a whisper 
culminating in an almost gleeful roar. “Seeeeeeeeeee, The Black Rider! “... 

The Barker’s position shifts. Then while leaning over his pulpit of sorrow, 
his head forward and bared down, eyes looking up as if preparing to charge 
into battle, The Barker rubs his chin in a thoughtful gesture; you can hear flesh 
scraping against stubble, obviously grooming comes a far second to whatever 
pastimes he might practice in his most private hours of leisure. 

“Well... what do we have here?” 

“A creature... yet what manner of creature be ye?” 

He eyes the boy studying him, looking him up and down. “Hmmmmmm, I 
do not know. Ye are a creature of pain mine eyes and gullet tells me that.” 

“No, not quite soulless yet, but with a heart just beginning to turn the 
slightest shade of black.” 

“You have the makings of a right fine bastard.” 

Yes, you do my boy. Yes, you do.” 

“What be your name my boy?” The Barker asks almost gently. 

The Barker stands waiting. 

He need only wait for a fraction of an instant then for the first time our 
subject reveals his name. 

” Sebastian!” 

The boy states with a force of will that is almost unnatural and well 
beyond his years then he does the unexpected, he steps forward and proclaims 
his name yet again this time with an amendment, his own question,” 



“Sebastian! I said in case you did not hear me, and I am not your boy.” 

“So... what manner of creature be you Barker?” No cordiality within his 
voice, nor false charm. Only fierceness and strength where to be gleaned from 
his second volley at his new found nemesis. 

“Sebastian, aye,” The Barkers smile grows further still to a point where it 
seems as if his face may tear apart at any moment revealing a creature far 
worse than the abominable man presently standing before Sebastian, joyous 
glee with just a hint of unabashed taunting are added into the mix of his next 
words, “and as for what manner of creature be T...“ quietly now seething hate 
into his whisper, “for now...That remains a story untold.” 

Sebastian has no reaction for nor toward any of this and the Barker 
notices it. That fact only adds to his glee, it compounds his surety then deep 
within the foul recess of his damaged mind he muses, “Yes this boy ‘will’ do.” 

“Do ye wish admittance into Mr. Cutter’s most wondrous yet bizarre 
world?” The Barker questions with feigned impatience. 

Slowly, ferociously Sebastian fires back,” What... is... the...price?” 

The Barkers face returns to its previous expressionless state. He stands 
erect once again. Then stretches out his left arm and pulls back the aged dusty 
curtain. 

The portal, which it was covering, is now revealed. The entranceway to a 
world best left unexplored now stands open. Then in a lingering motion he 
points one of his disturbingly long and gnarled fingers towards Sebastian, “Your 
price has yet to be determined.” answers The Barker. 

Then in a wispy circular gesture towards the doorway, he stops and holds 
his pose for a brief instant before continuing. “But your admittance is free.” 

That being said he bows his head slightly and finishes with,” Go now my 
‘Bastard’ Lord, and worry ye not your price shall be paid in full, in time.” 

Sebastian steps through the opening. As he does, he is stopped by The 
Barkers voice as his last words travel through the stale air and assault his ears. 

“Oh, and by the way lad die, beware Jo, Jo he’s so horny the crack of 
dawn gets nervous around him.” 

That being followed by a brief yet satisfied chuckle. 

Sebastian does not bother turning, yet he knows that The Barkers grin 
has returned, possibly large enough to split the mask he dons attempting to 
cover what may be his true face, and truer nature. 

Yes, this pallid attempt at normalcy or fitting in fails and it fails most 
obviously. . 

Sebastian continues without acknowledging the comment. He is thankful 
to have his leave of this perverse and most detestable man. 



Even after the curtain has closed sealing the entrance, and his fate, (most 
probably both figuratively and literally with it) he can still hear him cackling and 
cursing. 

Inside the tent, the smell of damp and spoiled earth combining with the 
odor of mildew is almost stifling. It is dark, yet not as one might expect, it is an 
unnatural 
dark. 

As Sebastian walks the darkness moves with him, as if stalking him, it 
seems to collect in some places while avoiding others some of its movements 
are like water seeping ,and flowing into some areas filling them completely 
before evacuating to another then moving as smoke slowly billowing about 
before totally engulfing the next area and dissipating to only slightly shade the 
newly visited. As if making itself known to him, in an attempt to taunt him into 
some form of reaction. 

As Sebastian walks on it stalks him sometimes slowly, then other times it 
abruptly darts to a new area only allowing him to see as much as need be to 
progress forward, always hiding detail from his eyes. 

Then suddenly the darkness relents allowing him to see the contents of 
the tent hidden from him only moments earlier. 

He sees display cases and jars lit by dim lanterns. 

The meager light is barely able to muster a glare upon their dusty 
surfaces. 

The contents of the jars are proudly proclaimed by yellowing signs hung 
above them. 

Some are filled with punks that either died prior to birth, or a blessedly 
short time thereafter, then were sold quickly by unscrupulous doctors or 
undertakers to Mr. Cutter or to the person whom he managed to acquire them 
from. 

Others contain deformed animal fetuses; all share the harsh yet 
distinguished honor of being Gods forgotten miseries 

Sebastian walks along paying little or no attention to any of this. As he 
continues, the darkness is always there, his strange companion following at a 
distance while keeping careful pace always maintaining its chosen margin, now 
taking on a new behavior and slithering about from time to time like a snake 
then disappearing from view hiding inside of Sebastian’s shadow even when it 
is temporarily out of his view, he knows it is there. 

Sebastian walks under a banner decreeing this area to be “The Hall of 
Living Oddities And Abnormalities!” 



Unexpectedly the darkness comes to an abrupt halt, in a perfectly 
straight line a slight breath away from the outer edge of the banner. One may 
surmise from this behavior, that it may not dare follow past this boundary. 

A reasonable man might offer into further summation that the darkness 
is not there to harm Sebastian; rather it is there in order to observe him, to 
study him further, to act as an agent, or perhaps even a spy, if you will, for 
some unknown master. 

Most assuredly, the darkness would be within the same employ as The 
Barker, “ But why not follow further? ” 

What manner of reason may there be not to? 

The only answer I am able to harvest from these miniscule and 
malformed seeds of information is this,. 

Whatever data, was sought from this brief surveillance has been 
acquiesced to whomever requested it, or if it was a test whatever its rules may 
have been, where followed and our boy has passed, thus being allowed to 
proceed.” 

One must wonder though what form would Sebastian’s harbinger of 
death have taken? 

Would the darkness have come to some substance enveloping his body, 
and smothering the life out of him? 

Or perhaps The Barker would have been set to the deed? 

His face finally pealed back revealing the smiling demon within. 

Quite possibly even both. 

One lending hand to the other. 

I guess one will never know. 

Now to Sebastian’s left and right are grotesque animals and humans, I 
use either of these nouns hesitantly and only for lack of any better. 

Each is part of a display, hung above them are signs behind each is a 
colorful and exciting tapestry. 

The signs describe and name the oddity. While the banners are large and 
vibrant depictions painted with bright colors, visually creating excitement and 
wonderment for the viewer by allowing them to see from what far off landscape 
or exotic region of this world it had come. 

Not even a momentary glance was paid to any of this by Sebastian, with 
the exception of, “The German midget.” 

Not even Sebastian’s singular purpose nor iron will could withstand being 
momentarily moved, even though it be to the most infinitesimal extent. 

The assault gifted upon the senses of even the bravest of men by such a 
sight has caused them to cower in fear, yet Sebastian is left almost wholly 
unmoved. 



I know the spectacle I have mentioned is quite bad mannered and 
horrifying. 

I am truly sorry, I meant to bear no offence unto thee it was necessary 
though to aid in the description of just how determined and unshakeable our 
boy Sebastian truly is. 

To witness that and his only reaction to be a slight glance, you must 
admit it is quite remarkable. So anyway... 

The displays pay about as much attention to Sebastian as he to them. 
Most do not move they just sit or stand as if frozen, others sway slightly; as if in 
some opioid induced daze. 

Sebastian continues on, drawn by the invisible force that is leading him 
to whatever destiny it has decided awaits him. 

At the end of the detestable hall, a slender point of light finds breach, 
forcing its way into this seemingly inhospitable world, as it seeps out from the 
darkness 

Sebastian’s eyes fix, locked upon the beacon. 

It appears to call out to him like a long-lost lover to the forlorn, perhaps 
more aptly put like rot from the grave. 

Weather my words wax poetically or wane grotesque matters naught, the 
effect of the light is the same. 

Sebastian begins to move slowly at first towards the light as he does its 
pale luminescence amends itself. 

Moment by moment step by step never quite fully redefining itself as a 
vibrant emanation rather the light chooses to grow in width and breath, 
radiating a slight shade brighter than when first invading Sebastian’s retina, 
where it is now held captive. 

Sebastian’s pace quickens so does the size of his prey. 

As his prisoner demands more space within his orbital confines his 
pupils react in kind ever expanding causing a great hunger to begin to well 
within his mind a light. 

As Sebastian draws closer the details come, though not at a satisfying 
pace, his starving senses eagerly devouring the minute bits of visual 
information being afforded to them. 

Try as they might to bloat themselves upon these strained tidbits, no 
suasion of questions hunger presents itself hastily. 

Sebastian moves more hurriedly, as he does mercifully his senses are 
allotted a slightly more generous portion of information. Slowly the outline of a 
figure begins to emerge. 

Rather than hungers pangs being held in, appeasement, abashed they 
call out anew. 



“Tis this a betrayal of thine own senses? 

If not, then have thine eyes fallen upon a dark specter or tis it a man? 

No, most assuredly this lone apparition could not, no I pray thee it not be 

a man. 

For what type of man would choose to relegate thy self to such an 
obsequies corner of this abysmal place. 

What of it then, if I truly do prey this not be a man, then what solace is 
there to be found within quandaries ‘, only other option, specter. 

For after all they do not simply harken forth from earthen graves, souls 
filled with love born anew after recently freeing themselves from Lucifer’s 
hospitality, spewing forth kind words whilst committing unrepentantly 
charitable deeds and acts unto, towards or upon all of those they might happen 
to encounter. 

Tis it not more than likely that thou art doomed to the either as well as 
the or.” Sebastian pays no heed to his own warning, he continues on. 

The figures clarity increasing as Sebastian moves forward. Faintly at first, 
then growing sharper as Sebastian nears. 

The boy closes the distance between the entrance and the end of the 
hall, the light grows larger still and the shape more defined. 

It is at this point that stark realizations stab viscously without the sweet 
repose of pity nor remorse, into Sebastian’s prepubescent brain, the first being, 

“ Hast thou truly lost thy mind? “ 

“ What other answer might there be? ” 

“Did thou not just stand there supposing the ridiculous?” 

This tis a man, strange though he may be, no other answer could there 
have been.” 

Further realization being, 

“Perhaps the ridiculous may have been the more preferable answer. “ 

For a specter is not a living breathing creature, it comprises is not that of 
flesh, fang, nor bone. 

Rather it is an entity of spirit signifying form, which can truly do no harm 
to the physical, its attack is purely mental focusing itself on the mind, 
manifesting itself in fear. 

Armed with this knowledge one needs no additional weaponry in order to 
survive attack from said spiritual interloper, other than to simply ignore the 
apparitions’ harassment. Yea this be far worse. For it tis a man. 



Though man may not be born of Hell, tis more than possible for Hell to 
find home inside a man’s heart, thus, being giving sanctuary where it is free to 
prosper and grow, until cancerous roots burst forth from its seed, burrowing 
into the divinity of his soul, thus transforming him inwardly from a child of God 
into a servant of Hades wrath. 

Sebastian finds no peace within these realizations. 

His mind continues its assault of unprovoked reason as it points out that 
this man not only sits within this horrid place making home inside of the 
darkness, he also appears to be cloaked in it. 

The light from the lanterns seeming to shy away from him, not daring to 
come into contact with him. (Perhaps the light has a better understanding of 
the man than Sebastian.) 

Sebastian continues closing the gap, as he does the figure becomes no 
clearer, nor brighter. 

It is not an optical illusion; the light truly avoids this man, or whatever 
guise he currently invokes. 

Sebastian only feet from him now notices something else, something 
peculiar, something adrift far beyond odd, the lanterns though dim, cast 
sufficient enough light to study the detail of the man’s form. 

The weave of his top coat the depth of the sheen upon his highly 
polished boots, yet no details can be discerned of the man himself. 

There is no obstruction to Sebastian’s view. Yet ludicrous and 
unbelievable, as this might seem, the man is hard to see, vision either cannot, 
or will not allow him to be defined. 

Sebastian pauses a few feet from the man, he has to notice Sebastian’s 
presence. 

He does not react to him though and so the boy stands waiting. 

Then without the slightest hint or fore warning, the man begins to speak, 
his voice is as I have previously mentioned. 

It is not quite ugly, not at first. Yet at the same time not kin to kind. There 
is a minute bit of an Austrian accent mixed with something darker, perhaps 
bourn of a dark malevolence. 

“Come on along... Come on along...” He begins. “Come on along with The 
Black Rider. Come on in, then come on along boy, we’ll have a gay old time. 
Come on along with The Black Rider...” 


https://www. youtube. com/watch?v=CHTnl4moHa4&feature=youtu. be&list=PLKWOL425tqJ pH F6db 
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His pause ends, then as if it ever where Sebastian’s decision to make, he 
makes it then after a deep breath of resignation, he steps forward. 

At the very moment he does the universe itself seems to have a hiccup of 
some form or another. 

Time and space move slightly out of phase with one another everything 
changes, if only for an instant before righting itself. It is as if the world has 
cowered from him in fear, yet the woods... The woods seem to have leapt 
forward to meet him so that they may eagerly assist him in his journey. 

The boy allows himself to wonder for a moment, “Are they really 
closer...are they? No that is impossible, they couldn’t be.” 

“Was it not just one night hence that thy idiotic little mind was 
contemplating the ridiculous possibility of a specter gleefully leaping forth from 
Hell to end thy own pathetic existence?” 

Yes, yes it truly was, and thou dost know this to be true.” 

“That was thy own thought spawned by the maniacal derangement of 
ludicrous thought, but this ye hath seen with thy own eyes.” 

This hath been witnessed, not supposed, and still ye doubt thy own 
sense’s. Dost, thou deem thy self to be insane?” 

If the answer be yes then turn thy back on all which may await, 
perchance shimmering golden.” 

“If thou hath the smallest modicum of faith, the most minimal amount of 
steel within thy spine then proceed onward now or doom thy self to retreat 
forever more.” he commands himself, detesting his own human frailty’s. 

Then with supposition ended, he continues along his quest. 

What our young pilgrim does not realize is, that the answer to his 
quandary is “Yes”. 

Yes, the forest sublime hath leapt forth to meet him foot for step. 

This forest, you see is one of a few places where disease thrives waiting, 
brooding, until it may be given chance to bring death to this world. 

As November is the cancer that hastens death wrought by December 
upon yet another wasted year, so will this place, gladly visit the like to all else. 

From where Sebastian had begun his journey, staring at the woodlands 
there was no sign of a path or break in the foliage. It seemed only to be an 
impenetrable tangle of brush and bramble. 



Fallen trees and branches, all held in place by snaking vines, loosely 
completing the barrier. 

Now as Sebastian approaches the outer periphery, he begins to see what 
may be a path. He knows it could not have been there only moments ago. He 
stops abruptly at its mouth. 

Now he can clearly see that what he surmised was the gateway to his 
destination only penetrates a few feet into the tangle. It is nothing more nor 
less than a slight indentation. 

What to do now, he wonders? As he steps closer to inspect the 
obstruction. Instead of an improved perspective, Sebastian gains something 
unexpected. 

The impenetrable barrier begins to separate, and retreat slightly. 

Hells lips part. 

Sebastian halts, dead in mid stride. 

Sebastian halts, dead in mid stride. He pauses a moment to allow his 
mind to decipher what his eyes have just rendered unto it. Could this have 
been some sort of visual anomaly? 

Maybe a coincidence. Yes, that is it, as he took a step some animal or 
another unseen force moved the pile; it had nothing to do with him. 

Suddenly the reality of his attempted reasonable explanation shatters 
the very comfort it was intended to create. “Unseen force” Those where his 
words compiled by though not moments ago, where they not? 

This could be real. 

Why not? 

That odd darkness, and that unthinkable diminutive German fellow 
where real. 

So why not this? 

This actually may have happened. 

Sebastian decides upon the best way to find out for sure he finishes his 
step forward. 

The tangle reacts in the same way, revealing more of its hidden pathway. 
Hells teeth are borne. 

Sebastian stops moving and so does the tangle. 

He takes another step and the path extends further. Then another for 
good measure, and so does the tangle by responding likewise. Hells breath 
held. 

“So!” Sebastian says loudly, in hopes that his words will be carried by still air 
to the ears of that which sits darkly. 



Hoping it will hear contained within the words his confidence and 
strength, so that it might deem him to be of some worth or at least closer 
inspection. 

“So! I say, you should be easy enough to find then.” 

” What say we quit playing these little games and you reveal unto me that 
which I seek?” 

Suddenly the silence is ruined by sharp cracks, then chest rattling 
explosions these are soon followed by a great tearing. 

This deafening roar is not caused by gunfire or falling bombs. 

Those sources would be comforting even welcomed as compared to the 
origin of this cacophony. These are caused as the forest cleaves itself at an 
unbelievable rate. 

As if flayed by an unseen saber. Trees, vines, shrubs and whatever else 
lies in the way are splintered and torn to make way for Sebastian. 

Hells mouth opens wide. 

From where his feet stand firmly planted. 

Now for the first time Sebastian glimpses what has been promised to 

him. 

It seems as if it could be a small shack or cabin in the far-off distance. It 
truly is there, he marvels then without repose, he steps forward... 

Hells mouth filled. 



https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=iGFAyZtl-YM 


Romeo is bleeding...Romeo is bleeding, as he leans against the door of 
his car, smoking cigarettes singing along to the radio. 

Romeo is bleeding, as he leisurely drives through the desert enveloped 
by night at one hundred and ten. His fifty-seven Chevy roaring with raw brutal 
horsepower, as it glutinously ingests all of the gasoline that is forced into it. 

At one hundred and fifteen, it begins to scream like a junky begging for 
more dope. 

Come on Romeo just one more fix, just a little more. Come on be a pal 
just gimmie the octane, let me fix then I’ll show you what I can really do. 

Romeo is bleeding, and only the asphalt ribbon of the super slab 1-40 
stretches out in front of him. As it reveals itself unwinding beneath his wheels 
the only details to be seen are those caught temporarily by the pale glow of his 
headlights. 

Romeo is bleeding, though you would never know it. Hair greased back 
Puerto Rican slick, with the finest Korean shellac and a bullet in his chest, only 
twenty minutes earlier, he killed eight men. 

Romeo is bleeding, and he is the kind of fellow most men aspire to be, 
cool and dangerous. 

Not too much of one or too little of the either. Just the right mixture, 
recipe perfect like the Highballs Mom would make for him when he was a kid 
on those cold November days, or upon his return from elementary school. 

Ingredients in sublime measure combining into intoxicating daring and 
glamorous perfection. 

Romeo is bleeding, lifeblood staining his chest and pooling in his lap, the 
flow to a trickle. 

He muses that he should smack this junky and put it back in its place 
before things get out of hand. 

Instead, he decides to feed the animal more. Why not beat the beast 
and watch it writhe? 

He could use a little fun anyway. 

Romeo is bleeding, as he hammers down and accelerates hard onto the 


berm. 



To most, this would seem odd, but Romeo is the kind of man who’s never 
in a hurry to get anywhere but prefers to go nowhere fast. 



Romeo is bleeding, as he brings the automobile to a stop smooth as a 
gun’s cold steel on velvet. 

He opens the door and strolls round the front of the car. The only sound 
is that of his boot heals grinding small grains of sand into the pavement as he 
walks towards and into the deserts dark and unknown territory only a few 
paces from the roads edge. 

A few feet onto the sandy floor something yet unseen strikes him in his 
right ankle. 

Romeo is bleeding, as the fangs of an overlooked devil penetrate his 
flesh finding purchase, once there they begin pumping their parcel of liquid 
death. 

Delivery completed they try to retreat, but cannot. They are trapped, held 
fast in a vice of flesh, sinew, muscle and leather. 

Romeo is bleeding, as he casually reaches down and pulls the 
rattlesnake from his boot. 

He lifts it up and holds it close in front of his face, rattling wildly its mouth 
wide open, fangs at the ready dripping fresh death ready for a second strike. 

Romeo is bleeding, as the venom is spreading working its way through 
his veins, permeating tissue flowing freely. 

Romeo is bleeding, He stares deeply into the snake’s eyes, his would be 
tormentor trapped within his gaze. 

In a low voice reminiscent of the legendary Dean Martin himself slick 
with Guinea charm flowing like olive oil across a young virgin’s inner thigh he 
questions, “Now why did you want to go and do that old man?” 

“Didn’t anybody tell you, baby?” 

“Heavens closed, and Hell aint letting me in.” 

Romeo is bleeding, and in one elegant motion Romeos arm drops and 
grabs the viper with his left hand then pulls and flings the serpents head and 
body out and behind him in opposing directions as he steps further into the 
desert. 

Romeo is bleeding, as he stops and reaches into his pocket retrieving a 
silver Zippo its gleam fleetingly caught by the moonlight, a packet of Marlboro, 
reds in the box of course. 

Suave and slow he taps the butt of a coffin nail on the side of the lighter. 

Cool as James Dean ever tried to be, he places it into his mouth and 
lights it. 

The brief flame luminates the immediate area where he stands 
marooned in a sea of darkness. 

He takes a long deep drag letting the thick satisfying smoke fill his lungs. 

He closes his eyes and leans his head back. 




Romeo is bleeding, as he opens his eyes gazing at the blanket of stars 
filling the night. There are so many so close together, he has never seen a sky 
so full, almost cluttered. 

To him it is as if one of the Gods has taken a shotgun and blasted holes 
into the fabric of the universe allowing Heavens light to shine through. 

Romeo is bleeding, as he retrieves a silver flask from the inner breast 
pocket of his once fine Italian suit. He unscrews the cap and places the flask to 
his lips, then drinks slowly allowing the magical liquid that is booze to spill from 
the vessel and slide down his throat. 

It explodes within him, soothing warm heat. 

He can almost feel the alcohol combining with the venom, mixing with 
the blood helping to fill the void. 

For him one word sums it up, “Divine”. 

Romeo is bleeding as he relieves himself upon the sands. 

Romeo is bleeding as; he finishes shakes and zips then strolls back to 
his every waiting ever-ready auto. 

Romeo is bleeding as he keys the ignition allowing the engine to roar 
back to life, and as always, the junky is begging for more. 

Hang on Saint Christopher we still got a ways to ride, says Romeo. 


https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=iGFAyZtl-YM 


The junky screams joyous as it mainlines all the fuel it is given. The tires 
break free from the pavement smoke bellows madly from them. Then raw 
horsepower causes the Chevy to explode forth into the night unaware once 
again. 

Romeo is bleeding, blasting through the desert in a cherry red fifty-seven 
Chevy with a crow nailed to the door, all jacked up on whiskey and rattler 
venom a bullet hole in his chest with the devil riding shotgun at his side. 

Romeo is bleeding... 



7 - 


Sebastian has a rare and probably final occurrence, he displays an 
emotion, he smiles. 

The spectacle he has just witnessed is the precipitator of this marked 
event. He speaks aloud again, “Why thank you kind host. 

I don’t suppose you could move my destination closer to me also?” 

His words are met by the still silence returned. 

After a moment’s pause Sebastian starts forward, his strides are long 
and confident. 

Each step being a stony example of surety. He has become oblivious to 
the world around him; all that exists is the shape in the distance. 

So, focused he is that he does not even notice the unholy beasts 
cowering and observing him from the fringes of the path. 

Their yellow eyes like glowing pools of urine held suspended in deeply 
recessed sockets. 

Below them silver teeth make home in the starving mouths of Hell, sharp, 
glistening with saliva, suffering per chance the forest might take pity upon them 
and provide for them a meal of this boy, for it to close in on him. 

Then while holding this interloper captive they may tear him flesh from 
bone with their steely claws, and feed upon his meat, sucking marrow from 
young bone. Yet the forest does not acquis and they know it won’t. 

He wants the boy; the boy is for him. 

Their only recourse is to watch on jealously, trembling with unbridled 
hatred and rage. 

What has this simple child of man done, this rotting sack of meat to 
deserve the honor of his company? 

Why does his graciousness not extend to those who serve him so well? 
Are they not loyal servants? 

Surely, the master could spare them this scrap from his grand table. 

To ponder these things is a waste of time for they already have 
knowledge of the answer, all the boy need be is that which he is and what they 
despise most, human. 

This knowledge only serves to sow the seeds of a vastly larger crop of 
rage and hate, furthering the desire to prove their greater worth to the master. 




A day may come they pray when “they”, will be given a chance to show him 
the error of his ways, and that it should have been them not man afforded his 
efforts. 

This error will be so glaringly apparent to him that he will beg their 
forgiveness, and bestow great kindnesses upon them while holding them in the 
highest regard. A regarded higher even than that of the other. 

“If I may be so bold as to offer this brief editorial, these creatures aren’t 
the brightest of Heaven nor Hells creations.” 


https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=n8QDeY-CbLo 
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Sebastian finishes his approach a harrowing breadth from The Black 
Rider, yet he still cannot properly discern detail beyond his garb and shape. 

His eyes still unable to pry past the veil blurring this thing to the world. 

Sebastian ever the impatient one dispenses with all greetings and any 
morsel of the proper rules of social intercourse he questions, 

“Along?” 

“Along, To where?” 

“Why to the web, the web of The Black spider my boy... “The Black Rider 
leans closer to Sebastian then continues “there I shall take off my skin and 
dance around in my bones while I drink your blood like wine, silly child.” 

I cannot tell you if he offered this retort with the slightest hint of a smile 
just beginning in the corner of his mouth or not, he is just too hard to see. 
Though it sounded as if he may have. 

Sebastian is unmoved or shaken by his words he only stands staring, still 
and intent. Sebastian breaks the silence by demanding 

” Who are you?” 

“What might you be?” asks The Rider. 

“Sebastian! “ 

There is a transitory pause then The Black Rider breaks into laughter, it is 
a hearty full and pleasant laugh, the kind that emanates from somewhere deep 
within ones being before being expelled from the body set to lose enrapturing 
the world turning those whose hearts that might be touched by it to joy. 

Though coming from one such as this it presents itself as odd, slightly 
ominous given the surroundings and mood. 

“I, my boy, am The Black Rider.” He stands before Sebastian then bows 
audaciously, as one may towards a King, or a man of some higher stature. 

As he does, the darkness makes its return. 

It splits itself in half then travels around Sebastian avoiding making 
contact with him, or even his shadow. 

As it passes, the darkness comes back together, rejoining with itself. The 
darkness then transforms back into a serpent like matrix and comes to rest at 
The Black Riders feet like a dog awaiting his master’s command. 

Sebastian pretends not to notice. The Black Rider continues, “ and I am 
most pleased to make your acquaintance. I am within your service.” 




“At my service, then are you?” Sebastian questions astonished. “Hmmmm, 
at my service. 

“So then, what service or services might it be exactly that someone of 
your personage may provide?” 

“Services.” The Black Rider hisses. “The correct terminology would be 

services.” 

“Services then”, snaps back Sebastian. 

“Services”, retorts The Rider. 

” Yes! “Declares Sebastian.” 

“Exactly!” Taunts The Rider. 

“Yes, then and exactly.” responds Sebastian, not giving The Rider the 
satisfaction of getting under his skin with this ridiculous volley of words. 

He plays The Riders game no longer. 

The Rider snickers then starts, “Very good my boy... Might your hearts 
fondest desires be enough for ye? Be that sufficient for you?” Boasts The Rider. 

Sebastian’s response comes quickly and it is just a bit beyond slight 
seasoned with venomous sarcasm. “Alright, let us enter into supposition then 
that your words contain some slight hint of truth.” 

“Then might I further suppose?” 

“You may.” Responds The Rider graciously. 

“Why thank you kind sir, let us do just that then.” Sebastian continues. “I 
can see that you are quite confident in your ability to grant my heart’s desire, 
as you so veraciously stated.” 

“That is true.” responds The Rider. 

“Well then Mister Rider you must know that confidence of that nature 
leads to arrogance, and arrogance leads to a boastful and most unbecoming 
nature, would you not agree?” 

“So, is there some form of question you are going to pose, or are you just 
going to continue to prattle on?” Interrupts The Rider becoming annoyed. 

“Alright then,” Sebastian starts, “my question be this, could it not be 
possible that my hearts desires might just prove to be a bit more than you can 
provide?” 

With that, The Black Rider explodes into roaring laughter not the pleasant 
kind as before, this time dangerous rage lends hue to his display. 

I would guess at this time the deadly smile of November paints his face 
creating a grotesque form of faux glee, which still cannot be seen. 

Even at slight inches, no features can be discerned. At this point the 
assumption has been verified, this is no optical illusion. It is fact, he truly is 
hard to see. 

If your gaze were to fall upon him you would know exactly of what I speak. 



https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=b8hbnFqe8aw 


Frank McGuire sits in a private coach on an east bound train. 

The tickets final destination says New York, though it might just as well 
say nowhere in particular headed east. 

L.A, is dead to him now, so any place other than there is just fine with 
him. That is why Frank doesn’t sweat the tickets final destination, he might 
decide to get off anywhere for any reason, and that’s the way he likes it. 

A hundred thousand dollars sits next to him in a crumpled paper sack. 

He is content, enjoying the feel of his freshly cut suit against his skin. It’s 
sharkskin grey, and shimmers in the last light of another dyeing day, like slick, 
wet pavement after a hard summers rain. 

As always, it is tailored a little larger in the breast to hide the bulge of the 
Bulldog .38 that he carries in a custom made, and fitted shoulder holster 
underneath. 

He could be mistaken for a movie star taking a cross country sabbatical 
in that suit. Carrie Grant could be his twin he muses to himself as the scenery 
rushes by, and fades into the past. 

The truth of the matter is, he could be mistaken for Carrie Grant, his dark 
brown hair trimmed high and tight, slightly longer on top slicked back and kept 
in place by the finest whale’s oil palmate. 

He almost looks beautiful, like what you would expect one of Gods very 
own angels to look like. Nothing could be further from the truth though. 

This man is no angel, never allow his sweet words and gentle 
mannerisms to fool you. He is one of the toughest Micks the Bowery has ever 
seen fit to produce. 

When need or desire arises, he can be a real two fisted, bare knuckled, 
hard drinking son-of-a-bitch, who would just as soon kill you as shake your 
hand. 

Today though his paper sack and fresh cut suit are keeping him at bay. 
The world is safe. 



Hours have now gone by and retreated to that somewhere in the past 
where they have a habit of accumulating, and dying quietly. Until the dead 
outnumber those to come and all morrows are gone. 

Quite corpses have accumulated since Sebastian began his journey 
through the unique topography of the woodlands. 

As the shack grows closer, shy details can be discerned from distances 
veil. It has begun to allude to its true shape and form. 

Something protrudes from atop the mass, it could be a chimney or a 
stove pipe. 

There is also the outline of what could be a porch roof or an awning. 
Sebastian has no way of knowing yet. His coveted destination is still too far off, 
but it is there. All the same, it is there and soon so shall he be. 

The forest malevolent, entombs the world around him, the path stretches 
out before, unencumbered, oddly clean. It is a reflection of the twisted masses 
of dead and dying vegetation, rotting wood just off to the edges of the world. 

Shards of broken glass, rusted nails, used hypodermic needles, bits of 
medical waste, and bone some animal, and others of human, or near human 
origin all intermingled, scattered about. Some are ancient while others appear 
to be fresh, with remnants of gore and sinew still upon their surfaces. 

Sebastian notices this places unique mark upon his darkened world, yet 
is undeterred. Then he spies something else, something living, something 
aliens to the world, lo not this one hidden on the outskirts of town by the 
impenetrable tangle. 

Yes, something is there, something watching him, following him. 

Could it be the darkness returned? 

No, this is something wholly different, whatever this creature may be 
that lurks, it is most definitely not like the darkness, it may be a dark relative 
there is difference large and small. 

This creature has form, substance, hate and little yellow eyes, nay minute 
blazing yellow eyes., burning with an odium that could only be spawned in the 
furnaces of Hell itself, their animas unrivaled in this world, yet they cause 
Sebastian no heed nor momentary reflection, he strides along. 

The sky grows darker. 



Black and grey storm clouds gather close together, flowing overhead like a 
viscose liquid, moving, swirling, as with some form of purpose. Intent on 
searching one another out so they may come into contact with each other thus 
combining into an even larger and more malignant mass. 

The greys to black, the blacks darker still. November is readying another 
attack, cruel and cold as deaths gnarled hand. Fore comfort and forgiveness 
have never been part of November’s repertoire. 

A mist like rain begins to fall. 

The already moist and muddied cancer is soon saturated, dripping with 
water. It is as if the forest and all of that which is contained within its 
perimeters has begun to hemorrhage, soaking itself in bloodied waters. 

The only thought that crosses Sebastian’s singular mind is whether or 
not he will reach the shack before nightfall. He does not dwell on this thought, 
nor is he troubled by it, though it would be nice to reach journeys end soon. 

He has been walking for quite a time. It would just be nice is all it would 
be nice. 

At least he has company, the ever-present eyes. They continually stalk 
him. Watching him, eagerly awaiting a chance to molest him in some heinous 
way. To take his life thus depriving him of his prize. 

Sebastian knows it is not just a solitary pair of eyes lurking. 

There are others he hasn’t observed as of yet, but they are there all the 
same. Thousands more watching him, hidden from view by the carnivorous 
surroundings. 

Alas, this knowledges effect upon him is nil, Sebastian is safe, and he 
knows it. 

His instincts tell him that whatever once angelic Judas of God lies out 
there, they cannot bring harm unto him. The forest and his host will not allow it. 
Just as they aided in his quest by the opening of the path, they now hold back 
the envious hordes, protecting him from their murderous intent. 

Within the realms of Sebastian’s understanding is this kernel of truth, “If 
the forest and its proprietor where to fancy a little slice of death at his expense, 
then not even the good Lord himself could stave off their whim.” 

Death would most assuredly come from what watches out there beyond 
the tangles. His life without benefit of doubt would come to a prolonged and 
painful end, bloodied screams and cries for help unanswered. 

Such things are not meant to be of his concern. 

There is only the shack. 

The forest shall continue in giving aid to Sebastian the traveler. At least 
until his task is at an end and his worth judged. 




I cannot help but wonder, “If a young boy is bloodily murdered by Satanic 
abominations in the woods, and no-one is around who cares...” 

“ Does he truly make a sound when he screams? “ 
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https://www. youtube.com/watch?v=iVqeol4klLE 


Little Tommy plays at the edge of a familiar forest. Its tangles and 
contents already known; they bare no further description. 

Tommy is your average six-year-old, curious, adventurous and robust. 
Today he plays little boys’ games. Oblivious towards November’s grip of death, 
with exception being to its chill wrought well throughout the air. 

As he plays Tommy hears a stir. He looks about though sees nothing. He 
just shrugs and goes back to playing Cowboys and Irishmen. 

A short time later the Irish have surrounded the Cowboys, with The Alamo 
seemingly about to fall it is almost certain their fate has been sealed, when 
suddenly victory is stolen from them as Santa Anna’s Calvary begins their 
heroic charge. 

This too is cut short by yet another stir. 

One larger and substantially louder, frighteningly closer. 

It allows Tommy to discern direction. It comes from the forest just beyond 
the tangles. 

Tommy moves to their edge. He begins staring hard, peering deeply into 
the twisted foliage. 

Nothing moves now, the sound fading from his memory. Just as he is 
about to turn away Tommy’s gaze is met in return by familiar eyes. Then a voice 
soft and gentle “Tommy, that’s you!” 

“ Youse Tommy, youse just loves play in them Cowboys and Irishmen 
donts you? “ 

“ Play in them all the time. How you be boy? “ 

Startled Tommy answers, “that’s... that’s right my name is Tommy. Who... 
who are you?” 

Tommy’s natural curiosity begins to take hold, and rather than fleeing he 
regains his composure. 

“How did you know my name?” 

The eyes answer, bemused, “Tommy I be Jabbers. I aint got no proppa 
name most jus calls me Jabbers. As for knowin your name... well I knows 
everyone’s names, knows their secrets too.” 

“Really?” Tommy questions with cautious excitement. 

“Sure do!” Replies Jabbers. “I know you been hidin them dead birds in 
your daddy’s garage. Keepin them as hidden pets since you mom found those 



other ones you was keeping in da trunk of yo big wheel, an threw that dreadful, 
awful fit.” 

Panicked Tommy begs, "Please, please, pleeeeeease Jabbers, don’t tell 
my mom please...” 

Jabbers giggles and responds. "Now don’t you worry none, those 
birds, them bein hidden an all, an only youse an I’se knowin bout them that’d 
make em a secret. So, if I went and tolds bout them, they wouldn’t be secrets 
no more.” 

Hesitantly, Tommy questions, "So you won’t tell? I mean you won’t tell my 
mommy or no-one?” 

“Course nots!” States Jabbers. “Them’s a secret like I tolds you, and now 
day our secret Tommy.” 

Coyly Tommy continues, “Well I like secrets too, sooooo I was wondering 
if maybe you could tell me some. “ 

“Well Tommy the thing bout secrets is you gotta watch who youse tells 
them to. If’in day has loose lips den day aint secrets no mo.” 

“My lips aren’t loose.” Counters Tommy. 

“No...no, you don’t look like a blabber, actually I knows youse not.” 

Intrigued Tommy takes a step forward and asks, “how would you know 

that?” 

“Likes I said Tommy I knows everybody’s names and I knows their secrets 
too, so that lets me be knowin all bouts dem. “ 

“ Come on over here’s Tommy ans kneel down, Ise a gonna tell you a 
secret bout your mommy ands Mister Rodin.” 

Tommy acquiesces to Jabbers request he steps to the tangles and kneels 

down. 


https ://w w w .youtube .com/watch?v=UFDaQFX-VR4 

“So Tommy you ever watch wrestling? “Questions Jabbers in a low voice. 



Sebastian standing before The Black Rider awaits no further jibe nor 
taunt from this indefinable man, instead he ventures all in. 

He hopes that by showing his frustration he may bring a finality to their 
current game of words and get to the heart of the matter at hand. 

“Wilt thou not bring forth an end to these riddles post haste, and come to 
some form of point whether it be blunted and impotent or sharp and barbarous. 
Or shall I simply take leave of thee. The choice is yours. Make your offer or I 
shall make good of my words.” 

At first The Rider displays no form of reaction; it is as if Sebastian ‘s 
words hath fallen upon dead ears. He simply sits statuesque in unseen 
bemusement. 

The Rider already knowing of his use for this boy finds himself enticed by 
the young lad’s most adult grasp of his language, and natural actions towards 
his present situation. 

The fortitude “yea,“ the sublime gull within him may just be a measure 
more than he knew it to be. 

“ Could he have been wrong? “ 

“ Could this child be more than he believed? “ 

“ Could he be capable of the larger purpose? " 

“ All things being equal as they never are, why not? “ 

The Rider begins his pitch, but not the one intended until moments ago. 

Instead of the one made crassly to the low held without reservation for 
the masses, he will give the pitch held solely for those of the highest use, nay 
the singular purpose. 

Instead of trinkets and baubles, this boy shall be offered a true gift, one 
of power and significance. 

No, he will not send him to the minions for the price instead he will send 
him to the man, but not without the smallest bit more torment. 

This choice is not without reason, nor solely for The Riders pleasure. He 
must be sure, insured of his decisions merit. 

This shall be Sebastian’s final exam he thinks, “Suffer it well and all shall 
be yours. 

“ Fail and my words you took in jest shall come to form; I shall drink your 
blood like wine. I will flay thee; I shall hold thy goblet amid life’s bloods flowing 
stream.” 

“ After thou art dry I shall uplift it to mine lips then drink heartily, savoring 
the salted flavor of your evermore.” 



The Rider begins, choosing his words carefully his speech comes slowly 
at first, “I know of your love for the hunt Sebastian, even though your aim fails 
you.” (The Riders words increase in volume and pace.) 

“I also know that even at your tender age you hunger.” 

"You hunger for something more, always something more.” “Something 
better farther greater, than thy own paltry lot within this miserable life, though 
thy aspirations are not that of great wealth nor fame, nor are they anything so 
tawdry as grander stature.” 

“ Ye seek what others may confuse these things for. “ 

“ Your vision is true and unbeguiled by these garnishments. Your desire is 
power, true, pure and absolute.” 

“ So now comes the question which I must ask of myself art thou 
deserving of this gift...” 

“ In turn thee must ask thy own self, art thou capable of bearing the heft 
of such powers load?” 

Sebastian moves to speak but The Rider cuts him off. 

“No Sebastian this is not your time to speak you will hold thy tongue until 
my words are at an end.” 

“ I know your blood is boiling and the Devil is begging to burn inside of 
you, but as I have said, ye shall hold thy tongue lest I rip it out by its roots and 
hold it for thee. “ 

“Thy questions answer tis this Sebastian, I do believe ye to be up to the 
job. Even as we stand here, twixt the moments, I see thy heart burnt a slight 
shade darker.” 

“ By aiding you, we shall both be serving him, we shall be moving in 
furtherance of his will, and in the end, that is all that truly matters. “ 

“So’, I will tell you of a man. This man can bestow upon you the thing of 
which I speak. Before our conversation turns towards him you will need to ask 
yourself, art thou up to thine task?” 

“ If thy doubt thine own resolve then bring my words to an end now. Fore 
what is given can also be most gruesomely be taken if the decision be made by 
him that you are lacking, or a waste of his time.” 

Sebastian knows at once that The Black Riders observations are true. 

His desires, his hue, both correct. 

“Yes,” his blood is afire with anticipation, borne not from The Riders 
words and promises, rather from his own misunderstood longings, set to fire by 
the veracity of this odd man’s words. 

Sebastian questions could this all be true, could this all somehow be real 
and actually happening? 



Something happens and doubts fade they are replaced by an all- 
encompassing feeling, stronger and more veracious than any he has ever 
known. 

That feeling tells him his answer is yes. 

Then a state of confusion begins somewhere within the far back of his 
brain. The confusion forms a question and as it does, it also escapes his lips. 

“Was it not ‘"ye ", as stated by ones very own proclamation, “Black Rider 
“, whom did say ye could grant thy hearts fondest desire?” 

“ Did ye not speak those words? “ 

” Are they not thine very own words? “ 

“ Be this not the truest recounting of thy own word’s past? 

“What say thee to these questions? ... Well Rider, what say ye?” 

“Sebastian I will take thy question, and accept it as answer to thy 
previous quandary. That answer shall be yes.” 

“ Now as to yours, ye are correct. All I spoke was truth. Alas my words had 
hidden within them, deeper meaning. I am but a broker of sorts; I match desire 
and worth to the appropriate provocateur.” 

“ In your case there tis but one man capable of granting such a gift. “ 

“Hear my direction then go, and make sure your decision is firm and thy 
timber to task. Fore once thine journey has begun to turn back will not an 
option be, lest ye life no longer be of worth to ye. “ 

“ On the morrow be sure and final, if yea be chosen then go to the forest 
on hamlets western edge. After days mid watch as the sun picks its path of 
retreat. Walk to where it falls into the trees and there the path shall be made 
known to thee.” 

“ Once its discovery be made follow it diligently to its terminus. There ye 
shall find he whom you seek. “ 

“ Once before him you shall be met with a challenge, though it be of 
mere words your answer must be precise or your fate shall be harsh. Your foil 
shall be, how can you worship him? “ 

“ It proves my blessing truly be granted unto you, lest ye be counterfeit or 
a most unlikely visitor simply of chance.” 

“But what is the question?” Sebastian asks. 

The Black Rider answers back with a bothered tone atop his voice. “What 
he will ask of you is not of your concern only the answer which gives proof of 
your merit.” 



“Now go my time with you is at an end. Query not my payment nor your 
price, he shall take care of me later, and as for the latter, I am sure it will be 
most affordable and agreeable.” 

“Now our time is truly at an end no more words remain unspoken. Go 
now lest ye incur thine wrath, if that be thy case all journeys end hither.” 



Peoria Johnson is probably the largest Negro you will ever set your eyes 
upon. In all actuality, he just may be the largest human being God has ever 
seen fit to bring into creation. 

Why some might even consider him to be a giant, and quite literally he 
could be, a species all his own. 

He stands at over eight feet two, inches tall, an that’s all hunkered over, I 
couldn’t even hazard a guess to his true height, since the boy is always walk-in 
round all bent over, he just never seems to stand up straight. 

He just never looks up not when he’s walk’ in or even when he’s stand 
‘in, he’s always at least slightly hunched over. 

I guess it’s cause he’s so far from the ground that he has a hard time see 

‘in it. 

Now boy let me tell you he has got to weigh more than ‘five hundred 
pounds ‘, and not one ounce of that being from fat either. 

And strong, now let me tell you about strong. That Negro is strong as the 
day is long, let me tell you. 

That boy don’t need no wagon. Why he can just throw that hay from the 
field straight to the loft I’ll bet you. 

Now one day ol’ Peoria he’s out in the field tending to his crops an all. So, 
he’s there all bent over an such kneeling down on Gods great green earth pull 
‘in weeds, work ‘in hard under that hot Alabama sun, then all of a suddens like 
a shadow passes across the ground and settles on ol’ Peoria. 

Well he wonders what could be the cause of this on such a beautiful and 
glorious day. So, he looks up. 

Now any other man may have died of fright right then and there on the 
spot, or at least took to a runn’in and a scream’in at the sight of what was 
staring Peoria right in the face. 

True as Gods word and only inches away all a snarl’ in and a snort’ in was 
nothing less than one of the biggest ‘Gawd damned’ grizzly’s you would ever 
have the misfortune to meet. 



Now at that very moment that big ol’ bear just stands on up and commences 
to growl ‘in and a “roar ‘in” and a swatting at the air, baring his teeth an all. 

Why he was just make ‘in such a terrible fuss putting on a right fine show. 
Make ‘in it known he thought of himself as big as life and twice as mean. 

Peoria don’t even bother paying that bear no never mind, not at all. He 
just starts to smile ‘in the biggest widest smile you ever did see, his big ol’ 
teeth gleam ‘in white as ivory. (Gawd dam that boys smile just lights up his 
whole face, an brightens the world up right along with it just a little bit every 
time he wears it.) 

Then he stands up brushing the earth from his hands, an let me tell you 
that has got to be a true bit of work in and of itself. That nigra’s got hands 
bigger than two sides of Black Angus beef; yep it has got to be quite the chore. 
Boulders fall from those hands, boy I tell ya. 

So, then he says to that bear just as simply as death eat ‘in a cracker,” 
Now comes on missta’ bear, you don’ts really wants no trouble, and I’se don’ts 
wants to’s be givin you none. So’s how’s a ‘bout’s youse be goin’s on your way 
den an’s I’ze a be goin’s back’s bout’s my tend’en den.” 

The bear stopped his carrying on right then and there, but only for a 
moment, kind of, like he was considering Peoria’s proposition. 

He just kind ‘a stood their star ‘in for a mite. 

Then he starts to turn ‘in his head kind of from side to side, first to the 
left then to the right, real slow like, kind a like he was a sizing up good ole 
Peoria. 

For a second there it seemed as if he might actually change his mind. 

Then I guess he thought differently and decided upon some umbrage 
towards Peoria, and commenced aback to do’ in it all over again, sept this time 
a might bit worse than before. 

Peoria just stands there shaking his head just a know’ in what’s come’ in 
next an not want’ in any part of it. Then he says, “Well missta’ bear if dat’s 
the way youse be feel ‘in den I guess dat’s the way youse be feel ‘in 
den. An dare aint’s nothing I’se can’s do bout it den.” 

“ So’s I’se a guess dat’s da way’s it’s a got’s to be’s den.” 

Now at this point I would guess the bear must have had just 
about enough of ol’ Peoria standing still and not paying him much 
mind. 



So now, I ‘m a guessing the bear’s feelings and probably just a 
bit of his pride had finally been hurt. So now, at this point he really 
starts to throwing a fit. 

Peoria just stands his ground, he don’t even so much as flinch 
nor bat an eye, he just tries one more time. 

“Now a look’ie here missta’ bear youse just gits along and a 
goes now.” 

The bear does not relent to Peoria’s warning. Peoria takes a 
final crack at avoiding the inevitable an says, “Now a lookie here 
youse really don’t’s be a wantin none of dis, so youse jus goes on 
bouts your business and I’se a be’s go ‘ins on a bout’s mine. Now get 
along an goes." 

The bear continues to subsist. 

So finally resigned to this most unwanted fate Peoria says, “Well 
missta’ bear Ifin youse aint’s going’s a to be’s a go’ in, den let’s a 
gets at do ‘in dis den. But I’d much rather you leave.” 

That must have been the final insult for mister bear, the 
proverbial last straw and all you know, because that is when the bear 
took after Peoria. 

Now there have been some glorious battles throughout time, 
and some real knock down drag out fights none of which bear 
mention here since they don’t quite compare to this here one, I’m 
tell’ in you all about, unless we are talking Billy Joe Remarkable, an that 
pack of filthy Dego Retards, that was a fore true barn burner. 

Well now, well now... wait, wait just one second... “Please”, allow me to 
stand corrected. If you will be so kind as to remember there was that battle 
between that most Rasputinouse and deplorable German midget and the most 
valiant, and endearing Mister Billy Joe Remarkable. 

That one too was also a true and undeniable brawl if ever there was one. 

Well anyways, lest I digress any further, and I do apologize for the extent 
to which I have already thus far, Peoria and that bear starts to tussel’in and it 
couldn’t have been much past nine in the A.M. 

It has been told that when those two first rushed at one and another they 
come together so forceful it sounded like thunder 
clapping, not regular thunder, no. 

It sounded like the kind that would come at the end of the world, 



heralding forth the end of days just prior to Gods glorious and final judgment of 
man. 

Each time Peoria or that bear stomped a foot or a paw down in order to 
find purchase within the rich Alabama soil so that they may Sallie forth in their 
attack, the Earth and everything upon it would commence to a shaking. Each 
blow landed rang out like batteries of artillery fire deafening and loud. 

Creatures of all sorts came out of their assorted dens and respective 
hiding places to see just what all this fuss was. Once they saw the world wasn’t 
coming to an end, they decided to bear witness to this spectacle. 

Now all of this must have been quite tiresome, yet neither one of them 
had the sense nor the wit about them to call it quits. Hell, round about 
dinnertime one still wasn’t gett’in the better of the other. No ground had been 
gained or lost, but on and on those two went anyway. 

So now it’s quite a spell past dinner, the shadows had grown long, as the 
day moved well on. The sun was a hang’ in low in the sky, just about a fix’ in to 
set. 

Mister Moon was just about ready to make his appearance when all of a 
sudden like Mister Bear just stiffens all up then collapses to the ground...” 
dead”. 

I will offer boldly into presumption that all of this fighting must have been 
too much for that big ol’ bears heart so’s finally it just up and quit on him. 

Now Peoria felt dreadfully sorry, and he apologized to that bear, he said, 
“I’m so so’s sorry Missa’ Bear, I’se didn’t mean’s youse no’s harm’s, even doe I 
knows yo feel ‘ins weren’t the same’s towards a me.” 

You see Peoria never could bring himself to harm one of Gods wonderful 
creatures, the boy ate road kill and such. As long as it was predead as he would 
say that was God’s way a feed’ in that nigra. 

There was just no joy in it for him, he just didn’t care much for it nor did 
he for those who did. Which is why what happened next follows suit to kindly ol’ 
Peoria’s nature. 

No sooner had the words departed his lips, he falls to his knees and 
starts to a huggin that bear, bawling and a shout’ in his sorrows and a begg’in 
the good Lord and that bear for forgiveness. 

Now a time later, after the final tears had been shed our boy Peoria set 
about’s the task of digg’in that bear a right proper and Christen grave. 

So’s once the task at hand was completed, and the bear was gently 
placed within it Peoria said a few prayers over him then after the dirt was 
thrown in and a final bout of tears and mourning’s had ended Peoria realizes 
that it was far too dark to return to his chores and tend’en. 



' He had wasted an entirely good day play ‘in with that poor ol’ bear, so he 
retired to his modest home, washed up and had a bite to eat. (Not much more 
than a few morsels, crumbs really, his appetite had been precluded by his 
feelings towards that poor ol’ bear, and his guilt over it.) 

Once in bed, that night turned towards be ‘in a right fitful, an cruel one. 

You see the guilt just a kept eat ‘in at poor ol’ Peoria. It just kept a eat ‘in 
at his sole, just like a man’s body when he is visited with the misfortune of 
having the consumption cursed upon him. 

I only offer any of this in hopes that it may be demonstrative of Peoria’s 
true nature, and his kind ways. 

I want you to see how this man truly is one of Gods great and gentle 
creatures, before I begin to answer the question you must indomitably be 
asking, “ Just how did this man come to wear such a moniker as Peoria? “ 

I must answer first the question my explanation will cause you to pose, so 
why start here and with all of this? 

Why not just start at the beginning, which is where I was headed all 
along anyways? 

Well truth be told and here’s your answer. 

His creation and beginnings are far to undignified and vulgar to just be a 
start ‘in up with it in polite company, most would probably be so troubled they 
wouldn’t even make it past my first few words. 

Then there would be those of you who would dare to venture beyond. 

You would in most all likely had been so beguiled as to one degree or 
another that you could not, or would not allow yourselves to see the true beauty 
that is this man. 

You’ve got to be kind a delicate like with this type of tale. That and I can’t 
have you a judge ‘in our boy Peoria before I even git started tah spin ‘in his 
yarn. 

Besides the Lord hates a sinner and that’s what you ’de be If’in you were 
to be a judge’ in saintly ole Peoria. So anyways here it goes just a bear with me 
for a spell you’ll be glad you did. 

Peoria’s creation into this world happened in Illinois, his mother had 
been working as a five-dollar woman of, shall we say comfort in a three-dollar 
house of ill repute. 

Now for that three dollars you could get the basics. For two dollars more, 
she would go that extra mile most refused to go, and you got the works. (Hence 
the term five-dollar woman of comfort in a three-dollar house of ill repute.) 

For those on a budget though there were still and always the delights of 
the two-dollar oral or the fifty-cent dexterous manipulation. 



Peoria as you may have surmised never did have the benefit, or most 
likely the displeasure of knowing his father. 

In all probability neither did his mother, at least not in a Christian 
wholesome way. 

So, as you can imagine due to his surroundings and lack of a masculine 
perennial figure form time-to-time Peoria would get to feeling down about this. 
So, his ma would tell him, “Now Peoria youse is a special boy.” 

“Most boys only got’s but one daddy, but you, youse got’s hundreds.” 

“ You see boy the good Lord he was a want ‘in youse to be’s borne so’s a 
bad that he made youse mama so’s desirable that men’s was a just a linen up 
for the chance to show’s yo mama how’s much they’s loves her.” 

“ Then one day there’s just a so dam many of em that God, he a has me 
starts to charg’in em just’ta weeds out da ones dat aints serious. “ 

“You see boy youse is a children of love. Youse gots’ta be sees in dat 
don’ts ya?” 

Now after that little tid bit of information some of you more 
geographically astute, or better traveled may have already guessed, so this will 
only come as validation to your supposition. Though for those of you who are 
less learned, and shall we say more remedial in your travels, and education, 
here it is. 

Truth be told and now it will, as it flowed from Peoria’s very own true to 
Good-mothers mouth. When Peoria would ask about his odd name his mother 
would answer, “When youse was a made dats where I was a spreading my love 
around boy. I was a work’in in Peoria, Illinois.” 

Then she would just laugh and say, “Since dat was a where we’s was a 
liv’in I figured if da name was a good enough for a whole entire town den it was 
good enough for my son. Be awful proud of your name boy, it’s a good name, 
it’s a strong name, it’s your mark upon dis here world, an it will always reminds 
you of where youse is from.” 

“It’ll reminds youse of who youse is and suppose’ a be.” 

“So’s dat when youse is all growed up successful and all, and youse is 
be’ in some big wheel some’s a where, if’ in youse gits’ta feel’ in all boastful 
and full of yo’self. All someone will need do is speak yo name and youse wonts 
a be so’s uppity no’s mo.” 

“So many people day a loses dem self’s in dis world, day forgets where 
day is from. Day forgets who day is boy. But I made sure youse won’t.” 



“Yo name it’ll always reminds you so’s if in youse is ever a lost on yo way 
it’ll be’s there like a marker to shows youse da way back. ‘Now I’m ask in you 
boy \ how many names serve dem dat a bears dem such as dat?” 

“Be awful proud boy, youse and yo name is a special.” 

So now many of you may be wondering is this the end of Peoria’s story? 

No would be the answer, it is only the beginning and the middle. 

Alas for now it is all that I will tell. At a later time, I may be enticed into 
further exposition of the tales of this most remarkable man, his life, and 
adventures... But then again, I may not. 

After all I am not here to entertain you. Instead you are present for and of 
my benefit. 

Be you the most astute scholar, or the most provincial leader of 
academia. Perhaps ye be nothing more than a lover of fine literature, all the 
way down to the lowliest and most unedified reader of my words to who their 
meaning most likely escapes your benign understanding, and less than 
elementary thought processes. 

My stature is not that as to which I could nor would ever be presented to 
the likes of you. 

My mere presence and being could only ever escape your limited mental 
faculties. 

I never was nor ever could have been borne of one of your rotting bitches 
or semen encrusted whores, their festering wombs simply could not subsist nor 
aid in bringing into being one as supremely ubiquitous as I. So, for now be 
happy within the confines of the fact that I have momentarily graced you with 
my favor. 

You are not and never shall be my gracious hosts. It was I that was yours. 

Perhaps in time if it passes my fancy, I shall grace thee with my nom de 
plume, and a continuation of Peoria’s story. 

I will take my leave of you my most gruesome of audiences. I bid you a 
quite unfond ado, and part from your company leaving you to these words, To 
Hell with you all! 



https ://www .youtube .com/watch?v=fmq -JMynlq w 


As the sky goes dark so does the world around our young Sebastian the 
shack is nothing more than a black mass in Sebastian’s ever nearing future, 
the only light to guide him is the solitary one burning within what must be a 
window bore upon the wall of the dark abode unknown. 

Its yellowish glow spilling out from behind windows incrusted with eons 
old dust. Perhaps concealing Hells known only to November and its demonic 
afterbirth December, the sole beacons hue reminding him of deaths yellow 
eyes stalking him from the fringes of the path. 

Oh, how they must loathingly look upon him, he can feel their 
desperation for his death grow with each step he takes. 

Slightly before the sunset Sebastian is able to steal precious few details 
as he closes in on the shack. 

He is able to study slight features before God dims the lights on yet 
another day, it is most defiantly made from some form of wood, planks, or other 
form of timber. 

The walls are stained black as pitch, giving them an oiled appearance. 

The roofs construct is that of rusted tin, brown as the withered leaves 
falling from the forest’s trees. 

There is a porch built from the same source lumber as the shack it is 
connected to. 

The roof atop of the porch is covered with the same weathered tin as the 
roof. Its supported by two slender malformed logs, long since striped of bark 
and life. 

Sebastian hears the creatures, his watchers in the wood’s grotesque 
from time to time, as they misstep snapping a random twig, or kicking an 
unseen branch. 

Though Sebastian has observed nothing more of them other than their 
yellow eyes in momentary glimpses stolen then gone, he has learned 
something about them; they speak. 



Sebastian has heard their cautious whispers to one another, though their 
plots, and schemes remain unknown. 

What is it that one monster may have need to communicate to his 
brethren? 

What plans birthed within Hells mind might have need to be discussed? 
Sebastian wonders. 

None of their words could affect him even if they were to be heard. Even 
if strung into marvelously connived threads then woven together forming a dark 
fabric meant to envelope his mind, thus deterring him from his goal. 

Nay not even this silken blanket of the damned would cause him the 
slightest hesitation, nor deviation from his course. 

The path before Sebastian begins to change slightly, it is becoming 
gradually wider as he nears his journeys end. Though his prize, or doom may lie 
just slightly ahead precious steps beyond this moment’s next, his pulse dose 
not quicken, his heart does not race. 

Sebastian is as calm as the dead, or soon to be. 

The smell a fire burning combined with another foul odor begins to waft 
its way through Novembers blighted air towards Sebastian, perhaps it is 
something cooking. 

Which raises the question, what manner of creature, or plant could 
produce a smell so horrible once fire is set to wood then the meal set to heat? 

What or whom the meal might consist of is a question for braver days. 



IS- 


https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=9DQAiP4k5gc 


At some point somewhere along life’s travels Frank McGuire crossed that 
metaphorical yet existing line, that all-encompassing one that denotes the 
boundaries between good and evil while at the same time creating a paradox 
within human nature caused by its existential self. 

Since its existence allows people and Gods to pass judgement upon their 
fellow entities it also creates an illogicality within itself caused by its own rules. 

Sometimes evil men are capable of great acts of goodness and piety 
while at the same time being a dark abomination unto their creator. 

This is most defiantly not Frank. Once he traveled up to that line Frank 
crossed it most eagerly with no intent towards ever turning back. 

Yes, a lot of people may hazard an expedition or two right up to the lines 
leading edge. 

Fewer still may even dare a momentary peek across, to glimpse at what 
may lie undiscovered tantalizing on the other side. 

Frank never hesitated or glimpsed, he just crossed right over and made 
himself at home. 

There is no one and truly definable moment nor series of events, which 
could be given, credit to creating this emotionally malformed creature of 
impulse and violence. 

The only thing which may raise supposition in discussion of Franks 
character could be his lack of a childhood or at least a memory there of. 

Frank could describe to you what his life had been like up until perhaps 
five years recent. 

For him it is most literally like one day his existence just began fully 
grown with a knowledge of things, dark things. 

It just may be that lack of a formative psychological matrix that makes 
Frank what he is, or in all probability the answer may be a far simpler 
one...Frank is just bad. 



Though Frank is a long-vacated husk made full again with rage and guile, he 
too from time to time also feels inklings of familiar stirrings as any other being 
of flesh and bone is most loathsomely prone to do. 

Franks few human emotions usually plague him by manifesting 
themselves in the form of chronic and persistent restlessness and boredom. 

His need for almost perpetual movement and excitement can be 
witnessed apparent by his inability to stay put. If he is awake, he is moving, 
thinking, trying to find something to bring him momentary respite. 

His journey to nowhere east ended up somewhere in Illinois, and that 
somewhere was Mount Olive. 

Frank began casing a bank, not with any true intention of taking it down. 

No, it was more or less just an exercise, something to do to get the juices 
flowing until something real could either come to mind or present itself to him, 
Franks boredom insisted. 

As Frank went about his distraction for a brief moment, he began to 
actually consider knocking the bank off. He marveled at how lax the security 
was. It truly would be an easy score. 

That is when life presented its predilection towards irony. 

Frank ended up on the other side of a bank robbery. 

His attempt at providing himself with something to fill his day had turned 
out far better than he ever could have hoped. 

He always enjoyed new experiences and adventures; this could most 
defiantly be counted among their number. 

Frank was going to get to be a victim. (Or at least as much of a victim as 
he would allow, he could pull the plug any time as sure as cancer kills kids and 
he knew it.) 

Excitement filled him he could hardly wait for each moment’s next. 

It was a married couple doing the withdrawal. 

Newlyweds young crazy and in love committing crimes together. (It’s good 
if you can find a mate that shares your interests, thought Frank.) 

Frank gleaned this information when he offered them some advice as the 
heat started to come down, and their world was quickly on its way to Hell. 

Once the lead started leaving the barrels it wasn’t long before the girl lay 
dead on the floor. 

Frank remembers looking down at that little beauty covered in blood, 
body vacated of life. This was probably the first time Frank was affected by 
something. 

Frank digs deeper into the memory and now sees her husband looking 
up at him helpless and pleadingly, as if Frank could do something to change all 
of this. As if Frank could repair this broken angle. 



Maybe he should have just ended that man right there. It would have 
been an act of kindness. Perhaps Franks first and only. 

He just can’t shake that look on the man’s face. 

He could see the hate and rage filling his eyes replacing what had been a 
loving and caring person only a split second earlier, with what Frank knew all 
too well. 

The man had just gone through a metamorphosis. He had become 
kindred to Frank. In that instant he went from enjoying the Hell out of life to 
wanting to punish the Hell out of whoever was enjoying it. 

Transformation complete Frank watched the new borne bring the world 
down on the heads of those responsible for his rebirth into his current 
incarnation, a creature of sublime pain. 

Dam shame about that girl though, so beautiful, so vibrant. Frank and 
probably every living soul in that bank could see and feel why that man loved 
her. 

If love or any other loathsome fragment of a feeling where ever possible 
for Frank then it would have been her that could have provoked it within him. 
Some things are better off dead frank surmises. 

After that brief interlude Frank worked his way up to Joliette. After a brief 
rest he moved onward and upward to Chicago. Upon arrival he muses to 
himself and allows his mind to wonder if possibly he may be able to plant his 
flag here, maybe even call this place home. (At least for a little while.) 

His mind’s eye then drifts back to the girl. Then to the one fragmentary 
image, a mere shard or sliver of a memory from his unknown childhood. It is 
that of his mother. Just as he is about to delve deeper into reminiscence the 
sounds of sultry jazz, melodic and brooding leaks out from some unseen crack 
in the world. 

The sounds flow and meander making their way to where he stands 
alone, unaware in the street now catching his ear. 

Once it does Franks train of thought vanishes, he turns in the direction of 
the sound’s origin. 

There is a club across the street parallel to where he stands. It is 
adorned with neon, aglow in the night as if a beacon calling out to a wayward 
God in search of a new kingdom. 
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https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=2xTiR9B2E94 


Call me Apple Jack. 

It was the worst of times, which made it the best of times, an they just 
kept getting worse. 

I didn’t mind though, that’s the way I like it. 

“You know what I mean...?” 

The world spits into your face and you spit back. 

The days of war and roses, blood and glory, if you catch my drift. 

So anyway, that day was no different than any other. It began in an 
ordinary way, just another ordinary day. Like I said it was no different than any 
other, it was uneventful. 

In the past there have been several events, which have altered the 
course of my life, and on those days, there was no fore warning. 

It’s just like life decides to stand up for some reason and kick you square 
in the nuts. I guess that’s the way it is for most unless you are clairvoyant. 

You wouldn’t wake up saying today my life changes forever. Today is the 
day I die. The only reason I begin my tale with any of this is it strikes me as 
peculiar that there is no fair warning of drastic change. 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=epvgiA9BKzg 

I could have dreamt a thousand shipwrecks and not one would have 
been near as harrowing nor horrid a fate as the reef I was about to run upon. 

Nothing more jagged nor dangerous could have existed than her. She 
truly was the iceberg to my Titanic. 

No chemical concoction ever created by McVeigh or Kaczynski could 
even come close to the destructive potential packed into those tight little 
shorts. She truly was a five foot six one-hundred-and-ten-pound atom bomb. 

She had that razor sadness about her you know that look that comes 
from living to long and seeing too much in a short time, and the rails she had 
been riding were leaving lines upon her face. 

Anyway's, it’s nothing a hundred dollars and a few days sleep couldn’t fix. 




The odd thing about her was that depending upon the suns caress of her 
face she could appear to be either evil or divine. That should have been the 
first hint at trouble. I didn’t see it that way though, or I just didn’t want to. 

It really doesn’t matter I guess; it drew me in and that’s all there is to it. 

My own destruction has always been appealing and exciting to me. I 
often wondered in what way I’m going to be ended. 

I know it’s going to be bloody, bad guys don’t die clean, but how’s it 
going to come? 

God, I hope it hurts one real thing as the lights go out. 

So, I guess it’s no surprise that at first glance I was condemned. I met 
this sweet little Hell with my arms wide open, like Jesus crucified again. 

She made her way towards me, my excitement grew with each step she 
took. My sentence made more certain. 

The fall was going to be a hard one though probably not a very long one. I 
knew that but damn all Gods angels in Heaven, the Devils wrath was almost 
upon me and I couldn’t wait for it all to be mine. 

It was going to be given to me and I was going to take it all gladly, an I 
think Daddy knew that too. 

I would hide it all away greedily, keep it safe all to myself. 

After all it was mine. 

“ You looking for anything?” Where her first words to me. 

The question was moot we both knew the answer. Her voice was the 
sirens call causing me to set course towards the cliff’s rocks. I just hoped the 
end was a little way off. My soul and burn the whole damn world for just a few 
moments with her. 

I’m not going to go into the details with you. 

The whys and wherefores, it’s the same old story nothing more than 
Adam and Eve. 

The serpents the penis the apple is sex, the bibles full of stories like that, 
and women like her are the reason for them. 

No wonder Gods gay. It’s the first lesson in his book and God be damned 
we just never can seem to learn it. 

Nothing good ever has or will ever come from sex, or union with a 
woman, (I’m the perfect case in point lust created me now the world must 
suffer me.) but we all keep trying, telling ourselves maybe this one’s different. 
Maybe this ones the one. When what we should be telling ourselves is maybe 
this one won’t hurt quite as much. 



The truth of me is I’m that guy you don’t want to run into, if you’re lucky 
I’ll just end your life. 

Believe me there are things far worse than death, and I enjoy dishing 
them out. This girl though, she turned the tables on ol’ Jack. She made me the 
sucker. 

Anyone but her and they would have tasted my razor. They would have 
been left a dead memory a thousand miles back. 

I understand the crack animals now, because once I picked her up, I 
never wanted to put her down. Goddamn addictions a bitch, and her sisters a 
whore called hope. Once their claws are in you its November’s cold kiss of 
death and your ass is gone. 

Sure, I paid her for that self-destructive moment of sin. That moment of 
carnal gratification. I paid for more than that though. I paid her for a feeling, a 
brief moment of humanity which until I met her, I didn’t remember missing. 

Don’t get me wrong though I was causing the world pain long before I 
met her. She didn’t create the monster or the hole he lives in, she did 
worse...She filled it. 

No, she didn’t make a good man bad, she made a bad man worse is all. 

Up until that day I was content selling whiskey to the Indians, missiles to 
the Jews, rocks to the Palestinians, and my powders to whatever moron was 
dumb enough to kill their selves with them. 

No, she didn’t make me bad. Soul out of the guff I was born that way. 

I smothered my baby brother in his crib cause I thought he was just to 
Goddamn cute. 

I murdered my mother at nine and my daddy at twelve. I never got 
caught, just sent to my grandparents. 

I killed them at eighteen once their use was done. So, no she didn’t 
create the beast, just beat him a little and got his juices flowing. 

“ Was all this worth it? “ 

“ Probably not for all those I raped and murdered. “ 

“ Was it for me? ” 

“Hell yeah! “ 

That moment of counterfeit humanity was the only one I ever had. I held 
it dear to me. 

Still do to this very day. 



https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=SUUJq5mRi'Sc 


Wraith is not a man like most, every moment of his day is calculated to a 
degree fantastic. 

His life is defined and perpetuated by necessity he knows no need nor 

urge. 

His only want or desire is his own end, other than that all things only 
serve to perpetuate the means to his end. 

Violence is the main composite of his vernacular, a murderous intent 
foremost within his repertoire. 

He has always been a being of almost limitless potential, and now that 
he has become undone this broken soldier’s bloodlust has in turn become just 
as limitless. Neither he nor it know any bounds. 

Wraith wants nothing from life he pursues the return of what he once 

had. 

That feeling pure and true her warm body beside him during long 
November nights, her beautiful eyes loving gaze falling upon him again. 

Wraith is no longer one of life’s extras fate has given him a starring role. 
From no one to leading man in an instant. A broken heart providing the spark 
for his detonation of sorts. 

He heads south on 1-15 in his Old’s eighty-eight, destination the nearest 
of Nevada’s six city’s if sin. Then onto the next, and the next and so on. 

The throttle is jammed wide open. The devil locked under the hood 
preforms well let loose from its leash. 

A few miles back in Hurricane, Utah he had an encounter with an adult 
bookstore Moses, discretion dictated his hurried journey to the state line. Now 
in Arizona all concerns dissipate as do the miles behind him, yet he still won’t 
allow the motor to relax. 

As he enters the hard-winding road through the gorge tires squeak and 
chirp in the hard bends. The car dips and recovers under the heft of it’s weight. 

This isn’t a sports car it’s a battering ram, but to Wraith it doesn’t matter. 
He continues to demand all from his machine, the virgin river gorge blurs by. 

Wraith thinks back to a time when happiness and humanity where a part 
his world, piety. 



He remembers that old Lincoln with the suicide doors, how happy he and 
his wife where, hopping from state to state living life’s glorious adventure. 
Thoughts turn towards her gleeful exuberance, and love of life. 

The almost ethereal glow which emanated from every particle of her 
being. All she really ever wanted was for someone to save her in the end that 
wasn’t part of the plan. 

He wishes death had visited him, glad though that fate was of a different 
mind kindly sparing her the misery of his loss. It is better the pain is his, he 
couldn’t bear the thought of her suffering as he does now. 

Chicken bones and roosters’ feet dangle from the rearview mirror, 
dancing and swaying to the beat of the road. When does this end? He wonders. 

What fresh Hell awaits him totally cut off from purpose? 

A good clean laugh escapes him as he wishes to join her, yet realizes he 
never will. Her eternity and deaths adventure are an experience they will never 
share. 

An image of his beautiful love entombed within the earth’s soil presents 
itself to him. Her body bloated and rotting not even a near like image of her 
former self. Now infested by that which she hated most, maggots and worms 
making a home within her flesh cavorting about as they slowly devour her over 
time untold. This ghastly image is cut blessedly short by a fifty-seven Chevy 
Belaire almost colliding with him. 

Wraiths only distress comes from knowing that even the impact of these 
two behemoths would not have changed his current circumstance. Nothing may 
ever change it either. 

1-15 opens up in front of him the first of the six cities of sin will stand 
before him soon. Mesquite will be abashed in neon, proclaiming its singular 
intent. 

A dangerous thought arises from some dark, malevolent part of his brain. 
It may be possible to push things so far that the deal might be broken after all. 
His tormentor relies upon darkness and shadow. 

What if all things where brought out into the light? 

Could this be over? 

All things being possible...why not ? 

All Wraith knows for sure is that at moments current form his pain is 
constant and brilliant without repose, nothing allows the briefest comfort. 

Why not push as far and as hard as possible? 

Maybe even this place the very desert itself may come to his aid. 
Wondrous and beautiful yet unforgiving and brutal, a true cousin to his love 
herself. 



Dear Father, 

I awoke today like any other day with this the exception of being Tuesday. 

On Tuesdays I get up one hour earlier. Instead of my usual five-thirty a.m., 

I rouse at four thirty a.m. sharp. The purpose for which being the garbage man 
arrives to empty the containers at five thirty. 

I could place my refuse within the receptacle on the night prior. (And you 
may be pondering as to why I do not.) the answer is a simple one. "I do not trust 
my neighbors.” 

I worry that they might snoop about my personal waste thus gleaning 
information about me and perhaps learning my secrets. 

So anyway, as you know I live in one of those tawdry apartment buildings, 
you are of course familiar with its architecture. 

Two story stucco walls rectangular in shape, built around an inner 
courtyard and pool with palm trees scattered about its periphery. 

So, I exited my abode at four forty-five a.m. as always. It takes me 
approximately three minutes to walk along the balcony down the stairs around 
the pool past the soda machine then through the hallway leading to the egress 
into the alleyway , where lined up in a long row against the rear wall of this 
shared dwelling are containers for use by the tenants to dispose of 
aforementioned said waste. 

I always choose one at random so that any would be pilferer would not 
know into which can my bags had been placed. 

On this morning I chose the sixth can within the row. 

I walked over to it and upon removing the lid I found a head and an arm 
in the garbage can. 

I have since come to this conclusion; I am moving. 

Sincerely, 

Your Son 



A man stands alone vigil outside an enormous prison gate. It is 
something you may liken to baring the threshold of a castle rather than a place 
of captivity. 

There are no details to take make note of about the walls to which the 
door is affixed. The only observation one may discern is that they are tall, grey 
and stoic. 

Atop of them are several guard towers manned by two riflemen each. 
There is also an adornment of razor wire running along their length, bits of 
debris can be seen caught within the wires grasp fluttering in the mild breeze. 

The only true detail which presents itself along the entire expanse is an 
edifice placed above the gateway proclaiming this place to be “The Albert 
Schweitzer State Correctional And Research Facility.” 

A small, and until now, unnoticed door slowly opens, it is embedded and 
centered within the vastly larger door. From it a man appears, quickly walking 
towards the lone figure. A smile begins to paint his face and his pace quickens 
upon noticing him. 

The man is tall and thin his dark hair flows over his narrow shoulders as 
the breeze blows, and it rustles about his leather jacket. 

Recognition can be surmised on both parties’ behalf by the obvious 
raising of spirits as their eyes find one another. 

The walking man continues his travel as he does, he begins to speak to 
the standing man, “I can see you got my letter Billy.” 

“I thought you was dead Jack till I got it!” answers Billy. 

Jacks journey completed, he extends a hand the two shake as he replies, 
“You should know better than that man cocaine cowboys never die.” 

Billy’s smile widens as he speaks. “Didn’t know they could read and write 
either.” Fie slaps Jacks arm, both share a brief laugh. 

“Come on.” Billy says to Jack and they both head to his sixty-eight Flemi 
Cuda shining black and mean in the days sun. 

Billy climbs behind the wheel he is of medium build not quite fat, not 
quite thin. Fie is regaled in his usual attire of black leather and jeans. 

Billy Blanco should best be described as a Puerto Rican thug, though his 
complexion and mannerisms are easily mistaken for one hailing from Italian 
descent. 

Jack and Billy grew up together on the streets in the post war aftermath. 
Billy’s entire family is comprised solely of his sister, a one-legged prostitute. 



She earned her wooden appendage accidently at Billy’s hand one night 
when he was drunk and playing with a sawed off. The weapon fired and 
removed her left leg just south of her knee. 

Jack rider though slightly more refined would also most aptly be 
described as a thug. Though with Jack it is not as apparent he looking more like 
a celebrity and Billy being the more intimidating of the two. 

Both are hearty likeable men right up until necessity dictates otherwise. 

Billy motions towards the glove box, ” Someone’s been waiting for you. “ 

Jack smiles quick and hastily reaches for the box, he’s been dying for this 
day, for quite some time. 

Lid open there they sit his dual nickel-plate girls, two identical H&K .50 
caliber guns. 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=0D28i Y40eo 

Jack pulls them out admiring their magnificence, then turns towards Billy, 
“ Hope you aint been touching my girls. “ 

“ Unless you count rubbing them on my dick as touching them then no I 
haven’t “ 

The two friends roll down the highway Billy asks, “So how’d you end up in 
there?” 

Jack just smirks, “I’d like to say bad luck. It wasn’t though. It was more 
like stupidity, who can say. “ 

Billy snickers then asks, “So was she at least worth it?” 

Jack turns his head and stares out the window as the scenery passes 
by. After a moments dark reflection Billy breaks the silence, “So what’s the plan 
for living free and dying hard now that you’re out?“ 

Without a moment’s hesitation Jack sits bolt upright and replies with 
feigned excitement. “Well Mr. Blanco after my long period of incarceration of 
about five years, (with three knocked off for good behavior.) I have decided to 
become... Now Billy, Billy you paying attention son? I mean are you listening, 
are you really listening?” 

Giggling and nodding his head Billy says, “yeah...’ ‘Yeah, just tell me 
already.” 

“Ok Billy you ready for this? Here it is, I’m going to become retarded.” 

Billy bursts out in laughter. After a moment he begins to force out a 
question, “Don’t you want aim a little higher? Maybe something like... Oh I don’t 
know, like crack head.” 

Jack answers with even more excitement,” Nah! Billy the way I see it, is 
why aim high when the gutter is so much closer. I wanna be human trash. 



Things will be easier that way you’ll see. There is no disappointment for 
you or expectations from others, your retarded.” 

“ You don’t have to accomplish anything, so every day’s a good one. “ 

Billy sighs, “Well I guess you have a point, but the way I see it is that you 
have a small problem you weren’t bourn retarded.” 

“I could marry onto it.“ Says Jack. 

“I guess you could marry into it but that’s a long shot and a real pain in 
the ass any way. So then after that there would be the added pain of being 
married and in-laws, if your catching my drift here.” 

“ So, if you take all of that and look at it what you end up with is, even 
though crack head may be of an elevated stature it’s an easier life and closer 
to the gutter seeing’s as you spend a lot of time passed out in it.” 

“Billy boy, now that I see it from your perspective count me in. Goddamn 
it I wanna be a crack head.” 

“You’ll be glad you made that decision Jack when people are pissing on 
you in the gutter. You’re going to say to me you were so right Billy, I’m so happy 
now that I’m a human urinal.” 

“You were so right, my God what a wonderful life.” Both men laugh hard 
and long at this. Not that anything was really that humorous. 

Rather the humor was enhanced by the two old friends reuniting after all 
these long years apart. Things are different now that they are back together, 
they are as they should be. 

Billy is the first to speak after the laughter fades, “No, really though, I 
have a couple things going. Nothing decent, but going. Now that your back 
though I figured you and me, we could throw our bullets into the fire and see 
what they hit. “ 

“Well Cochise save your ammo; I got a few ideas. Actually, I have a line 
on some work. Some real work.” 

That being said Jack returns to staring out the window savoring his 
new found freedom until Billy asks, “So Jack you gonna fill me in?” 

After a moments silence Jack answers, “Yeah, but not just yet. Let me 
make it solid first. It’s nothing to do with you, it’s just it seems like it’s one of 
those things that if you talk about it too soon it’ll go away. “ 

“That good, huh?” Asks Billy. 

With a broad smile Jack replies “yep... yep Billy it’s that good. Now let’s 
roll on to The Four Winds I got a liver that needs damaging.” 

“Good to have you back jack. Good to have you back.” 

The Cuda roars into an even louder and more hurried existence carrying 
its two occupants to whatever dark destiny may lie ahead. 



The Cuda’s travels end in front of a bar at the bottom of Yonkers avenue 
baring the name of “The White Irish Rose.” The gleaming black bitch’s engine 
transgresses from a roar to a growl and then on in to silence. 

“Jack?” 

“Yeah Billy.” 

“I was wondering for a while now, why do they call this place the Four 
Winds? Ever since I can remember it’s had that sign saying The White Irish 
Rose \ but everyone calls it ’The Four Winds.’ Why is that?” 

“You don’t know?” asks Jack. 

“No Jack, of course I know, I just like asking questions I know the 
answers to. That way I can get my rocks off a get in some practice for being 
retarded, asking people questions, and having them explain it to me. It makes 
me look like a cross between stupid and retarded; you know I wanted to be a 
retard.” 

Jack laughs shaking his head then begins sarcastically, “Oh God, I forgot 
about your thing with the tards, but remember it's crack head now.” 

“You never see a sad one Jack.” Billy fires back. 

Slyly Jack muses to Billy, “That’s right ignorance is bliss.” 

Jack sits up a little and lights a Marlboro. “Nah I thought you knew... Hell 
I thought everyone knew.” 

“No Jack, retarded and all. Remember?” Says Bill. 

Jack replies through a broad grin, “Yeah, I forgot Lenny. So anyway, you 
remember a few years back when Billy Joe Remarkable, Bobby Tex and... (Jack 
pauses for a moment grimacing while deep in thought.) and that other guy? You 
know for the life of me I can’t think of his name. You know who I mean though, 
that other guy.” 

Billy responds also a little tortured by his own lack of memory, “Yeah... 
yeah, I know who you mean. I can’t think of his name though.” 

“Me neither.” Continues Jack. “It’s right on the tip of my tongue and I 
can’t think of it. This is going to torture me. So anyway, you know the guy I 
mean?” Billy agrees. 



Jack continues, “So if you remember him and them then you should also 
remember when they were runnin here. They would do business out of this 
place.” 

“Yeah so?” Asks Billy. 

“Tard are you gonna let me explain or you gonna keep interrupting? You 
did ask me the Goddamn question you know. “ 

“Sorry Jack, tarded Jack.” Billy says in his best retard voice. 

“No Billy, you’re not retarded your special.” 

“Ok Jack, special Jack.” Billy quips. 

Choking back a laugh Jack moves on, “Ok now let me finish while you sit 
there and try not to piss your pants.” 

“So, as I was about to say, before this place was a bar it was a funeral 
home. The full-service kind in it you had your regular embalming equipment 
and they had a crematorium so they could fill em or grill em right here.” 

“To this very day as far as anyone knows, that oven is still down there in 
the basement in proper working order. At least it was the last time I was down 
there.” 

Billy interrupts, “I know I’m gonna get yelled at for this but, How the Hell 
would you know if it was work’in?” 

“You seen Skaggs lately?” Billy asks. 

“No, but I been away.” answers Jack. 

“Well you wont. Now, shut up and I’ll finish.” 

Suddenly realization hits Billy and he fires at Jack excited, “Yeah, I 
remember now, they used to bring contracts here, guys who crossed them, or 
even poor mooks who just chapped their asses.” 

“They would do them in the apartments upstairs then take ‘em 
downstairs for a little flambeau. It got so bad with them doin that they couldn’t 
get guys down here no more.” 

Jack interrupts, “So then what they started doin was if you had business 
with them, or wanted to do business with them you had to come here. That 
made a lot of guys nervous, made a lot of guys resent them too.” 

“I do remember a lot of alkies drying out around that time.” adds Billy. 

“Yeah, well can you blame them? You never knew how you was leaving 
once you came in.” 

“You didn’t know if you were going out the front door, or if you were going 
out their way, after the trip upstairs. The big drop down the dumbwaiter into the 
basement. Next stop the oven and then finally off to your final resting place.” 
Explains Jack. 



“That’s right Jack they used to take them up to the roof and say some 
sort of secret prayer over them and then they would scatter them.” Adds Billy. 

“Where would they scatter them to Billy?” Asks Jack. 

“To the four friggen winds. Man, I forgot all about that.” Billy finishes 
satisfied with the reembrace of forgotten knowledge. 

“You know, Billy” Jack says with a coy slyness “you better watch it. Or 
someone might just start thinking maybe you aint so retarded.” 

Billy smiles with an exaggerated expression, and in his retarded voice 
says, “Come on Dack we dink now! Tay Dack? Tay?” 

“Ok tardo lets go,” says Jack. 

“No, no Dack not tardo, Corky Dack. Me nam is Corky l‘m a retarded 
crack head.” Billy plays on. 

“Oh well you got the best of both worlds now, don’t you? “ answers Jack 
laughing. 



As Wraith continues his long night’s journey down dark roads, and even 
darker corridors within. His thoughts begin to take on a more philosophical 
narrative. He begins to muse to himself. 


https://www.voutube.com/watch?v=NxviGrBMKKY 


I guess for most life starts off the same, it’s all cherry pie and sundaes. 
You’re just a kid, what do you know? 

Sure, Daddy may have to discipline Mommy from time to time, (Like he 
always said a woman has her place in this world and it’s up to her man to keep 
her in it.) and Mommy may take a sip or two of Cheri from time to time 
throughout the day, not any sign of a drinking problem a little mouthwash and a 
Zantac can’t cover. 

You don’t really even notice any of this, and you probably wouldn’t see 
any harm in any of it even if you did. Like I said your just a kid, the worlds new. 
What the Hell do you know? 

Then the next thing you notice is from time to time turns into all the time. 
Soon its straight vodka with crepes for breakfast. Then you learn Mommy is 
having secret meetings with Uncle Larry in her and Daddies room. 

One day you grow up a bit and finally you realize Daddy loves beating 
your drunken whore of a mother to a pulp. Life’s not so grand, and then finally 
one day you die, and for some of us the inevitable cannot arrive early enough. 

You try to make some meaning out of all of this. You try the higher road. 
You aspire to greatness. Then just as you and others think they may be seeing 
what could be the cut of a hero within you, further edification smashes you in 
the face. Everything you tried to become was built upon a foundation of 
perversion and lies created by those you longed to serve. 

Further truth finishes you off, as your dreams crumble and crash to the 
ground. You will never be a hero. They lied to you. The very people you looked 
up to and worshipped. They never told you there are no heroes, only victims 
with odd reactions. 



So, if your very lucky and not many are, something, or someone comes 
along one day and makes all that suffering worth it, then God takes it away or 
sends someone else to do his dirty work for him. In any case, it’s gone and 
then the final insult, you think you found your way out. Your Goddamned 
answer and that’s just a screw you too. So, at the end of the day, you don’t 
even have death to look forward to. 

What a bitch. 

Wraiths wife had been the impedes from that life into his formally happy 
go lucky self. From time to time while she laid sleeping, he would find himself 
watching her while reflecting within black night’s solitude. 

How much time he had wasted suffering? 

No matter how much time they would have together now, even forever 
and a day would not be enough. Even that would be small recompense for the 
time spent aloof towards the others existence. 

He would curse God while gazing upon his love defined, bathed in the 
moonlight, caressed by shadow. 

Why where they not brought together sooner? 

Why where they robbed of precious time together? 

Her final words echo about his minds boundaries and shred his soul 
eternal. 

Were they a statement a final declaration of love? Or possibly an order, or 
even both? 

The matters meaning not being of import at the moment. Only her voice. 
Those words she spoke to him still being heard. His own thoughts being 
bludgeoned beneath them, over and over knowing no end. 



https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=9AzQpnhQA4I 


She is the first image his blurred eyes adjust to as Ray Coppola escapes 
from the darkness of the small death, returning to the waking world. His new 
wife still lay dreaming next to him framed within the new day’s sunrise. 

Ray thanks God as he does each morning for another day with her, he 
sits up slightly. He gazes down upon her committing to memory the way the 
white linen sheets drape to and hug her delicate form. 

Now Ray stares out the window of his new home at the beautiful snow 
incrusted mountains and hills of Tooele, Utah, the day is sunny and crisp. As he 
does, Ray hopes he will die sooner rather than later risking loosing her and 
moments like this. 

A chill runs up his spine as cold repose causes dark sorrow to remind 
him that nothing this beautiful and pure last’s. 

This will turn out for him as everything else does. It’s just Gods way of 
torturing him. “Here you go Ray total and complete happiness... It will make 
your return to Hell oh so much worse. Hope you enjoy it. I know I will.” 

If the truth could be enhanced to any further degree it would be by this 
fact, and this fact only; nothing this good ever happens to him. His pain is 
guaranteed. There is no way this can last. 

Both of them have led pained and horrid lives. Through their suffering, 
they have earned this joy. That is the very reason it cannot last. 

Ray attempts to levy panicked fears rising waters pooling up within him, 
so that he might just enjoy this blissful moment, further committing its feeling 
to memory. His current attempts come to no avail as puddles begin to swell into 
a lake threatening to breach its narrow shores. 

Gently Jennifer begins to stir, she releases a soft moan. Her perfectly 
applied cheeks raise high into closed eyes. A broad and gorgeous smile 
transforms her face into the personification of his love and heart. God how I 
adore you, Ray thinks to himself. 

Witnessing this causes Ray pain. It is a good pain though. He enjoys it as 
his heart begins to ach. 

Jennifer reaches blindly for him. “Baby,” she calls out her voice slightly 
distorted from the short night’s sleep. 

“Yeah” Responds Ray. 



She slides to Ray and snuggles into him hard. Softly she speaks to him; 
“Stop worrying it’s not a dream.” 

“How do you know I’m worrying?” Asks Ray. 

“Because that’s what you do.” Responds Jennifer lovingly as she wriggles 
tighter against him. “I’m not going anywhere and I’m not letting you go 
anywhere either.” Jennifer finishes. 

Ray smiles and looks down at her from where he sits next to her enjoying 
her embrace, allowing the disturbing tide to ebb then flow away. 

“I still just cannot believe I found you.” Ray begins. “I just can’t believe 
where here together and happy. I’m waiting all this time for something, 
someone, or anything and then just when I figure I’m doomed, there you are.” 

“I know baby I know but it’s like I said we deserve this. That’s why I know 
we are going to be together forever.” Jennifer explains then hops up kisses his 
cheek and gets out of the bed. 

“Hey where are you going? Get back here.” Ray exclaims 

Jennifer stops and turns back towards Ray. “Well I’m going to make us 
some coffee. Then I thought we could drink it on the patio while I decide what 
I’m going to do with you today.” That being said Jennifer turns, and starts to 
leave the room. 

“Promise!” Ray calls out. 

“Yes silly. Now I’m going to make the coffee.” Answers Jennifer. 

“No not that, the forever?” Questions Ray. 

“Yes, I promise. Now stop worrying it’s going to be a beautiful day, just 
like all the rest were going to have together.” Answers Jennifer in that way that 
makes Ray’s heart ache just a bit more. 

Ray sits alone, allowing her words to bring comfort to him, though he 
cannot believe them. She is wrong and Ray knows this, but at least she tries. 

Ray wonders, does she know that and just shuts her eyes to the truth, or 
does she truly believe what she says? 

If she does believe what she says, could she be right? 

“God, I hope she is right. I pray to you I’m wrong for once. Please let me 
be wrong just this once. Please God don’t take her from me, not her too. Please 
just let me have this. Can I at least have this? “ 

“Give me cancer or whatever you want, I’ll take the worst kind and the 
worst Hell after that just please let me be wrong. Just please let me keep her.” 
Ray pleads on the verge of panic made worse by knowing, each word 
confirming the feeling that he is right. 

Ray falls to his knees and begins to beg God. Unfortunately, for Ray I 
don’t think God is listening. 

A few moments later Ray joins Jennifer on the patio. 



https ://www .youtube .com/watch?v=aOyo-Y wpxis 


The morning air is brisk, though it does not chill. It is that perfect cold, 
the kind that makes the air just that much fresher. Just that much cleaner. The 
kind that refreshes the spirit, and causes things to seem as if life has started 
some new chapter, and it is being beautifully written just for you. Then Ray 
remembers life’s book is not an uplifting tale of triumph and happiness. It is a 
book of sorrow. 

Sure, from time to time, some of the chapters have good parts to them, 
but in the end, they all turn out the same, bad. 

Ray tries to push all of this from the forefront of his mind as he joins 
Jennifer at the table. His coffee sits cooling awaiting his arrival. 

Jennifer sits with her heals on the edge of her chairs seat. Her thighs are 
against her chest and the grey sweatshirt she is wearing is stretched over her 
legs. Only her slipper’ed feet are exposed. 

She holds her coffee mug in both hands gently sipping the warm liquid 
contained within the mug. She smiles lovingly, longingly at Ray. 

Ray returns her gesture in kind. Jennifer smirks out, “you’re crazy. Do you 
know that?” 

Ray places two Marlboros into his mouth and lights them both. He 
removes one and slowly leans toward Jennifer and places it between her 
waiting lips. Ray then leans back into his chair, after a deep drag off the 
cigarette and a swallow of his coffee as he responds. “Well Hun... we both are. 
That’s what makes us so perfect for one another.” 

Jennifer giggles slightly with satisfaction squints her face and blows him 
a kiss then sighs, “I love you, but someday you’re going to come to your senses. 
Then you’ll change your mind and leave.” 

“No way Hun! it took me too long to find you. I’m not losing you now.” 
Cries Ray. 

“That’s what you say now Ray.” Jennifer grins slightly, teasing perhaps. 
“You’ll see though. You’ll change your mind.” 

Slightly wounded Ray begins, “Hun, no please don’t say that. I’m not 
going anywhere. I hope you’re not either, and please tell me your joking. I really 
hope you don’t believe what you said.” 

Jennifer titters, “Relax baby, I know you’re not.” 



“I hope not Hun,” Ray continues. Then an idea strikes him. Ray may be 
able to cheat fate. He may be able to foil God’s work. Could it be that simple? 
Why not? He thinks. Why not? All right, I got you this time. He boasts within his 
mind. Suffer me through this you son of a bitch. Ray takes his first step towards 
victory by asking a promise of his beloved. “Jennifer, I want you to promise me 
something.” 

“What’s that?” Questions Jennifer. 

“I want you to promise me that you will kill me, rather than leave me. I 
can’t go back to how I was and I don’t want to live if I can’t be with you.” 

Touched Jennifer questions back, “seriously, you would rather die than 
be without me. “ 

“Yes!” Is Ray’s veracious retort. 

Shocked by the proposition and taken way aback by Ray’s response to 
her question Jennifer gasps, “you don’t have to worry. Like I said I’m not going 
anywhere and if that’s what you really want then that’s what I’ll do. Ok?” 

“Promise” Ray asks in a gentle hopeful voice. 

“Yes, yes, yes, I promise.” Agrees Jennifer as she sets down her coffee 
and leans over to hug him. 



Love can be quite a bother if you know what I mean. Here’s the truth 
about it though, at least as far as I see it. You think your being given this gift 
this wonderful thing. You’re not! 

Sure, maybe for a time you are. Right at the beginning. But here’s the 
rub though you’re actually being handed a death sentence and you don’t even 
see it. 

Worse yet, your actually happy it was given to you. You’re grateful for it. 
What a crock. 

So anyway, instead of planning for a life together, a family, the kids’ 
college, and a grand old retirement. What you should be doing is making 
funeral arrangements. 

Like I was telling you, our moment was brief then she was gone. The 
impact of that time wasn’t immediately known to me. It started out like an itch. 
The kind that no matter how hard you try; you just can’t seem to scratch it 
enough or in just the right way to make it go away. 

So, you just try harder and harder and all you end up doing is making it 
worse, cause now its broke open and bleeding. Now it’s burning and hurting 
instead of just being an itch you shouldn’t have scratched. 

Anyhow, I was left spent and with a sadness, I couldn’t explain. Only later 
would I realize I was in mourning. Until recently, I didn’t know that. 

I collected my things and left, that’s when I felt the spark ignite into a 
flame inside me. With each step I took, it grew bigger, until Hells inferno would 
look like a match’s head in comparison. 

“What is this?” I wondered. 

“What is this?” Maybe a stiff drink could fix this. Yeah that’s it a good ol’ 
grain and sterno. 

By now, you should be able to see why this caught me so unaware. 


https://www.voutube.com/watch?v=nG7-tsqDRYE 

So, I’m sitting in some dive off of 51 st street in Phoenix trying to get 
centered. (Back on my game and all you know.) So, I’m telling myself it’s got to 
be the desert. Has to be. It’s either the heat the desolation or both. It has a way 
of making people crazy regardless. 



Hell, just spend five minutes here and you’ll see. You don’t have to go far 
to see my point. Meth heads, crack whores, junkies and wack jobs everywhere. 
The local loons in the joint I was in where a bit more hyped up than is probably 
usual. Kept going on about a dead man driving around drunk all hopped up on 
rattler venom causing all kinds of havoc in his Chevy. 

Their crazy chatter was beginning to cut into me, straight through to the 
bone. The beast inside had begun to stir. Soon someone was going to be 
swallowing their teeth and pissing blood, if I let them off that lucky. 

Why sweat some spick and his 57 Chevy anyway, when good ole Apple 
Jack is sitting with his forty-four and my mean piece of business straight, ready 
and willing to change their pathetic little half-lives forever. 

I don’t know if you ever noticed, but pain has a funny way of creating 
more of itself. Not just for its owner, but for those around him too. Then kind of 
coming back to you worse than you sent it out. I know this so I bear down and 
concentrate hard on remembering better days. Like raping Mary Jo Mcguilicutty 
on prom night. 

That little twist sure was a tease. Don’t get me wrong though, she would 
have given it willingly. Hell, she would have given it up to the whole damn town 
and half the neighboring one given the chance, everyone knew that. 

It’s just why go through all the b.s. and wait till later, if I can just take 
what I want now. It was mine anyway, everything’s mine. The people who think 
they own it just don’t know it until I take it from them that it was mine to begin 
with. 

So, as I’m just starting to get all lost in thought and warm fuzzy feelings, 
one of the local flavors comes over and kicks my chair. Real mean and all he 
says to me, “You staring at my girl?” 

The beast had begun to stir, though I tried to keep him at bay. So, I said 
to him without looking at him, “Well that depends which one of these 
gentlemen is your girl?” (I guess I really didn’t try that hard.) 

The bartender found that one funny, he couldn’t force down his laugh. I 
was grinning too. It probably made things worse, that‘s ok though, because if 
he didn’t, I was about to. 

He kicks my chair again and belts out, “What the Hell kind of faggot talk 
is that mister?” 

Now the beast is squirming but I still aint letting him up, I’m not trying 
that hard to hold him down though. But I’m still not letting him up. 

He could still walk away from this alive and unharmed. If he would just 
walk away. He kicks my chair for the last time and demands, 

“You turn around and you look at me when I’m talking to you glory boy!” 



https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=IvFlGhEaSPo 


That’s it the beast is up, time for it to come back from the black. Hungry, 
and ready to attack. 

I know this idiots drunk, and he has got no idea the heartache he’s 
bringing down on himself. Talk about bad timing, I just wanted to be left alone 
to Jack Dempsey my liver, and lose that bad feeling, somewhere along the way. 

Now I’m figuring the express lane to oblivion has just opened up wide in 
front this rube, and it’s my job to help him along his way, and by doing that... 
Why he would be helping me more than he could ever know, at least in this life. 
Maybe God will spell it out to him in the next. 

I once read he has a soft spot for crazies and retards. 

You see, killing has always made me feel alone and empty inside, and 
right now, I want that back. I want to undo whatever it is that she did to me. 

Everybody knows that forty-four will get you ninety-nine, but who the Hell 

cares. 

So, I turns towards the bumpkin and I say, “Now hold on Hoss, you got 
me all wrong. I’m not of your particular persuasion. I’m just all sorts of sorry; I 
didn’t know this was a gay bar.” Then I gave him a big ol’ smile and says to him, 
“Now Apple Jack here (that’s me son.) Apple Jack, he don’t like the idea of 
things being stuck up his ass, so you better just run along now before I 
introduce you to my friend Buckwheat’s.” then I just smiled bigger, cause I 
know what’s coming and, ”1 like it.” 

At that moment common sense, sixth sense, or just plain old survival 
instinct must have kicked in and told him, that he had picked a fight with the 
wrong man. 

I wasn’t some regular Joe you get drunk, and start mucking around with. I 
know this cause I just see the fight ooze right on out of him. Hell, he may have 
even have seen ol’ Scratch hiding right there behind my dead eyes. It probably 
was the eyes, that’s what gets most people, the eyes. 

None of that matters now though it won’t change what’s coming. Nothing 
can change that now. The beast is loose and nobody is going to stop him, least 
of all me. 

Now he starts taking a step back, so I stand up and says... 



https ://www .youtube .com/watch?v=J 6UG1 Jlwio w 


I will now entertain myself by telling all of you more about our boy Peoria. 

I hope that my audience is considerably smaller than since our last encounter. 
For those of you that did not have the miniscule dignity required to commit 
suicide, I graciously give you this, which is far more than you deserve. 

Now on that morning following Peoria’s unfortunate happenstance with 
Mister Bear, Peoria was just filled with all sorts of sorrows and guilt. 

He kept trying to remind himself that he wasn’t the one who decide to 
pick that particular fight, and that he had tried to talk that darn bear out of it, 
but that he just wasn’t having none of it. It wasn’t working though, so Peoria set 
about his day’s toils, and as he did, he just kept a pray ‘in to God for that poor 
ol’ bears soul. 

Peoria had a right fair amount of tending behind him by that days mid. 

Yet he had scarcely glanced at the area where the great battle had taken place 
let alone go to tending it. Yes folks, that battle ground and its new contents ate 
heartily at poor ol’ Peoria’s spirit. 

His head hung just a bit lower that day than usual. He only hoped that 
the forests little critters would not judge him to harshly. 

It was a thought he could not stand, thinking that all them cute fuzzy little 
animals might be a fearing him now. That would truly break his heart if he 
would come to find out it were true. 

In an attempt to put the whole business out of his mind Peoria set about 
his chores like a man possessed. Why that ol’ boy commenced to a pace the 
likes of which God himself must have set when creating this wonderful world of 
ours. 

I do believe that he may have thought the labor would push the horrid 
feeling from his being. You and I know a might better though. You can do just 
about anything to cover something like that up for a time, but after a bit it just 
comes right on back, like a degenerate relative in search of a hand out. 

The days just a keep a going on and on like this for poor ol’ Peoria till one 
day he just can’t stand it no more. Peoria just falls to his knees right there in 
the middle of his field. Why he just starts a bellowing and a hollering to God, 
begging his forgiveness. 



“Please Lord! Oh please, Lordie. Lordie, oh please forgives me fo what Ise 
duns ! Oh, please Lordie, Lod an sweet baby Jesus too!” “Oh, please 
forgives me what I done. I didn’t mean that ol’ bear no’s harm. Take me Lordie, 
Lod oh please take’s me. Please put him back da way he was an take’s me oh 
Lordie, Lod!” 

Right about the time Peoria has himself so worked up, an that big ol’ 
heart of his is just a racing so fast, and a pounding so hard that people three 
counties away heard, an a feared that he may die of a heart attack, well 
wouldn’t you a know it this fluffy little bunny comes from out of nowhere. 

The fluffy bunny just a goes right on up to ol’ Peoria an kind of nuzzles 
right up on against his tree trunk of a thigh. Peoria looks down at the fluffy 
bunny, an it rubs up against his thigh again. 

Peoria just stops dead for a mite, just a staring at the little critter. The 
fluffy bunny nuzzles his thigh again. Peoria looks down at that fluffy bunny with 
quart sized tear drops still a running down his cheeks. As Peoria wipes away 
the tears he starts to smiling at the fluffy bunny as he asks it, “You mean you 
aint’s afeared’s o me Fluffy Bunny? 

The Fluffy Bunny just looks on up at Peoria then hops around him in a 
circle a time or two, then jumps right up onto Peoria’s lap. Well Peoria starts to 
a smiling bigger and a wider than a moment ago. 

Why he starts to smiling so big that it’s no time at tall till he commences 
to a giggle, then a laugh. 

Now this was no regular laugh, no sir this was the laugh of a man 
unburdened. 

Soon Peoria was a laughing so hearty that people two states away still 
tell the tale of the day they heard Peoria an thought that he was right there 
beside them. Some will even tell of how they started a laughing too, an all their 
sorrows just melted away on that day. 

Now right about the time that Peoria’s soul was reaching the pinnacle of 
its ascension from out of that dark, low place it had temporarily taken up 
residency, a mina bird just swoops on down from out of nowhere and comes to 
rest on a branch just above Peoria’s head. 

Peoria sees the bird an looks up at him smiling. The bird bobs his head a 
time or two and fidgets about momentarily until it finds comfort upon its perch, 
then says to Peoria, “Time to go. Time to go.” 

Peoria stops laughing sudden like, he tilts his head slightly to one side 
then the other studying the bird, then asks, “Is you a talkin ta me, mista bird.” 

The bird responds to Peoria’s question with, “Time to go. Time to go.” 

Peoria smiles large and snickers a little at the bird’s insistence, he 
shakes his head smiling. 



“Time to go. Time to go.” The bird begins to repeat franticly. “Time to go. 
Time to go. Time to go.” It bellows as it begins a most maniacal dance upon its 
perch. “Time to go. Time to go. Time to go.” Its words coming faster and faster, 
their volume and quantity increasing as it repeats its call. 

Peoria stops laughing as the realization begins to come to him that this 
fowl actually is speaking to him, and not only is it speaking to him, but it looks 
as if it may go into a fit at any time now. 

Peoria reasons that this might just be important, and maybe he should 
take what this bird has to say to him a bit more seriously. 

Peoria stops a smiling as he asks the bird with all the wonderment of a 
small child as it might ask Santa for a present upon meeting him for the very 
first time. 

“Why you is talking to me, isn’t you?” As suddenly as the bird began his 
fit he stops as Peoria makes his quandary. 

“Youse a wants me at goes somewhere mista bird?” 

The bird stops its little dance as Peoria finishes his question, then 
Peoria takes a step closer toward the bird, you know so’s to inspect it a little 
closer an all. 

“Why you is talking to me, aints ya?” 

“Time to go.” The bird responds. 

“Well holey Moses! You is a talkin to me aint ya? Dis can’t be a 
happening dis aint natural.” 

Right about that time something Peoria has never experienced in his life 
begins to occur... Peoria feels fear. 

Peoria is worried and rightfully so. It isn’t every day that a bird just flies 
on over to ya an commences to a talkin to ya. An if it was something that 
happens on a regular basis, I might suggest that you refrain from imbibing in 
whatever manner of hallucinogenic compound that it is you might be partaking 
of. 

Now ol’ Peoria just a stands there for a mite scratching his head and a 
pondering his current situation. He wonders for a second if he might be a 
dreaming, then recalls eating breakfast so for some reason that causes him to 
deduce that he has got to be awake. 

“Yo is a talkin to me mista bird, isn’t ya?” Peoria questions meekly. 

The bird nods and bobs its head an just says, “time to go” to ol’ Peoria. 



“But goes to where, mista bird? Goes to where?” 

Now I don’t know if our boy Peoria was really expecting an answer or 
not, but he did wait a second or two fearful that the angry voice of our Lord 
might come bursting out of that bird’s beak cursing him for all time for not 
following his command. 

Worse yet that it might be Satan himself telling him that he was to be 
damned for all time for a killing that bear. Instead that ol’ bird just a flew on 
away an lands a little way off, and starts to a calling out again, “Time to go, 
time to go.” 

Peoria just stands there a looking at that bird for a minute, then he feels 
something a rubbing at his leg, so he looks down an it’s that fluffy bunny again. 

So little bunny what do you think? Should I follow that crazy ol’ bird or 
what?” Peoria asks the fluffy bunny. 

Now, I hope you a wasn’t thinking that I was going to tell you that the 
fluffy bunny answered him, cause he didn’t. An if you was expecting that then I 
suggest that you might want to ask your doctor to up your meds a bit. 

Instead what the bunny did was he started to a hopping around good ol’ 
Peoria’s feet. Round and around he went. 

“Well... I guess youse a telling me yes den.” Peoria says to the fluffy 
bunny with some apprehension. 

Then he looks back towards the bird and it is still just a sitting there. 

Then all of a sudden like it was getting impatient or something it starts to 
calling out, “Time to go. Time to go.” All over again. 

Peoria takes one last look down to the bunny and after a moment’s 
pause, he calls out to that bird. “Well you just a hold on a second will ya mista 
bird, I’m a coming!” 

Then to himself he a says. “This is such foolishness how’s comes this 
kind a thing gotta be a happening to me. Day gonna lock me up wit dem happy 
boys in da home fo sho.” 

Peoria commences to walkin on over towards that bird the fluffy bunny 
just a follows right on alongside him. Hopping like mad, trying to keep up with 
good ol’ Peoria’s might stride. 

Once Peoria gets within a few feet of the creature though, it just bellows 
out “Time to go”, again an flies on off, each time going a little further, until 
before long the bird has traveled clear across Peoria’s fields and sits perched 
atop of ol’ Peoria’s house. 



“Dis is where you a wanted me’s ta goes mista bird? Well shoot if in I was 
to had known dat I would a just ah met youse here’s.” Peoria laughed at the 
bird. 

Well the next thing you know the bird is aloft again, it finally settles on top 
of Peoria’s mailbox at the end of his walk way. 

Peoria just shrugs and starts a walking over to the bird continuing their 
little game. As he does the bird flies over his head and lands on the roof again, 
Peoria turns and starts to walk back towards his house. The bird flies back to 
the mailbox. 

Peoria stops and asks the bird, “Is dis where I was a supposed to be a 
going to? Is dis really where it was so impotent fo me to be?” 

The bird responds with, “Time to go. Time to go,” and begins to fly 
back and forth between the mailbox and rooftop, eventually settling atop of the 
mailbox once again. 

Peoria ponders what he has just witnessed for a moment. Then 
questions the bird, in a quite befuddled sort of way. “Mista bird I’m... ah... going 
to take a guess here an I hope’s dat I’s is a wrong, but here it goes anyway. Is 
yo be trying tah tells me tah a grabs my things I’se a might’s be a needin?” 

“Time to go!” The bird harkens back. 

“So I’ms to takes it dat dis is ah gongs to be a long trip den?” 
Questions Peoria. 

“Time to go!” Counters the bird. 

Peoria looks down at the fluffy bunny and says. “Well, I guess I’se a 
better be goings on in an getting my traveling things den misa bunny. Boy if in 
people heards tale of dis day be thinking fo show dat I’se ah gots toys in my 
attic.” 

“Time to go! Time to go!” The bird screams out. 

Peoria retorts with, “Yeah, I’se a be a knowing dat misa bird, now youse 
just a be’s holdin on one second.” 

Peoria look on down at the fluffy bunny, and with some pain in his voice 
he says, “Well fluffy bunny I guess youse is a welcome to ah comes on in if’in 
youse a wants whiles I’se a gathers up my things.” 

The fluffy bunny hops right on up good ol’ Peoria’s steps a one, then a 
two, then a three. Right onto the porch where it sit’s a waiting for our boy Peoria 
to follow. 

“Dis is ah crazy mista fluffy bunny. I’se ah hopes you knows dat, cause I 
do fo sho be ah knowing dat.” And with that Peoria makes his way up the stairs 
and to the door, once there he holds it open for a second allowing the fluffy 
bunny to hop in. 



Just before Peoria follows his new found friend and guest into his home 
Peoria stops, an looks over his shoulder to the bird and with a troubled heart 
he says, “I sho hopes youse aint’s da devils work fo what happened to dat bear 
mista bird. I sho hopes you isn’t. “ 

The bird’s response is silence. Peoria just shakes his head and walks into 
his abode closing the door behind him. 

I am going to end this part of Peoria’s tale right here with that, I no longer 
wish to entertain myself with the likes of you. 

It is my hope that my audience will be considerably smaller if I decide to 
continue with Peoria’s tale. Not due to lack of interest of course but due to at 
least a few of you hopefully gaining some small amount of dignity, and 
intestinal fortitude, then doing as you should by ending your worthless 
existence. 

For those of you that do, please try to take a few of your fellow reprobates 
along with you, and don’t forget to mention me in the suicide note. 

As before, I bid you a quite unfond ado, and I will also offer up a toast 
unto your destruction. I hope your deaths are a plentiful. I hope they are pained 
and bloody, and that they arrive post haste. Good-bye! 



* 5 - 


A man kneels naked before an altar. He is not heavily muscled though he 
is well defined. He has short black hair. Nothing more of him lends itself to 
detail. 

The room is dimly lit by the light emanating from a single candle. The 
candle is one of those you may purchase at a grocery or convenience store. It is 
one of the glass-incased kind with a picture of Jesus on it. The candle is 
centered upon the alter. 

Not much can be deduced about the room. From what can be seen, and 
smelled one would be safe in assuming that this is not a church. 

Atop the alter that the candle is placed upon a cross is hung above it they 
are crudely constructed, at best. Probably made by a person with a not so 
talented hand when it comes to the fine art of carpentry. 

Isn’t it strange Jesus was a carpenter then hung upon wood? If you think 
about it that would kind of be like a baker being murdered by an oven, I guess it 
could have been worse. 

There is a white silken cloth covering the alter, with an object beneath it. 
The object is obscured from view. 

The fragment of a wall which is barely illuminated is moist, and there is 
an odor of mildew and decay heavily present in the stale air. There is also 
another smell, a darker, yet sweet smell. This is obviously a basement or some 
other form of underground dwelling. 

(Why wont you people die?) 

The man begins to speak, his voice is deep. It is pained yet strong. “God, 

I know you can hear me. By now you have to of noticed me. After all I have 
done, you must at least be listening...watching.” 

“So far all of this must be a part of your divine plan or at least it has to lie 
somewhere within it. I know this because you haven’t stopped me God, and oh, 
how I hoped that you would.” 

“I started all of this so that you would. I even prayed for you to. I don’t 
need to tell you that though, you heard me.” 

“ I know the plan now; I am your instrument. I will continue to do your 
work Lord, until you decide otherwise.” 

“ I will continue to do it in your name. I will make sure everybody knows 
this is for you, condoned by you, and of your will.” 

“We have reached that moment again God.” 

The man pulls back the cloth to reveal an infant. The baby smiles and 
coos. It thinks this man is playing peek a boo. 



He isn’t. 

“Oh. God can you hear me?” The man yells. 

“Have I not gone far enough yet? There are precious few ways left for me 
to offend thee and incur thine wrath.” 

“Has there not been enough suffering, and bloodshed in your name?” 

“If it is all your will then this must be too. Even now, will you still not show 
yourself?” 

“Will you not at least make yourself known?” 

“A sound a whisper something, anything. Will you save your servant?” 

“ Do you not care?” 



3z,ven now in ^fcfeaven t/wre w/tere anyefs carrying savoye 
Weapons. 15aint (Paul 


It is years earlier our subject is in plain view, bathed in the golden early 
mornings light. He is around thirty, white, and average looking. Nothing about 
him stands out. He is wearing a white dress shirt with a narrow black tie, black 
triple pleat dress pants and dress shoes. 

He is sitting in a breakfast nook, sipping coffee, while reading a 
newspaper. He appears to be happy, contented a far distant cousin of his 
future self. 

His wife walks into the kitchen. She is a tall slender beauty with flowing 
auburn hair. A toddler is following close behind her. It is his daughter. 

“Good morning John.” His wife says to him. 

“Morning my love.” He says in return to his wife, as he looks up from his 

paper. 

John’s eyes light up immediately upon seeing the two of them as do 
theirs. His joy is barely containable as his daughter runs to him. He leans 
forward with outstretched arms wide-open ready to catch her. 

“Will you be late tonight John?” His wife asks as he scoops his daughter 
up into his lap kissing her cheek. 

“No Vicky I shouldn’t be.” He answers as he looks towards her. “Why do 
you ask?” 

“We have that thing tonight at the Aldridge’s is all. I didn’t know if you 
remembered or not.” Says Vicky. 

John smirks as he looks down at his daughter, “I guess that would fall 
under the or not category.” 

“That’s what I thought.” Quips Vicky. 

John lifts his daughter from his lap and places her on the floor.” Not to 
worry my dear,” John says smiling as he walks over to his wife’s waiting arms, “I 
will be home an hour early then. That way there will be no rush to get ready, or 
to get there.” John embraces his wife as he does so does, she in return. 

“You mean we can be on time for once, and stress free?” Vicky teases. 

“Well I didn’t say that babe, but we can at least not be as late as we 
usual are.” Vicky laughs and kisses John. 



These are the moments he lives and others will die for, when they are 
together like this. It is as if he is the only man that ever existed in the world for 
her. Little does he realize that if that were true his future would not be coldly 
written in stone. 



ZJ. 


It is Christmas as I write this. I am sitting alone in a strange place, but 
that is okay. 

I cannot reach anyone on the phone to lessen the loneliness which 
currently plagues me, that is okay also. 

It is not memories of Christmas’s past that haunt me, and hone my pain 
into a sharp instrument. Rather it is a certain feeling, a warmth and peace I 
had eight years ago who’s razor edge slices deep. 

It was one of those rare instances when you are exactly where you should 
be, at the time you were meant to be. 

I had just thrown away my entire life for a chance at what I thought could 
be bliss. I had run from my former life as someone would a burning building. 
That chance presented itself to me in the form of a wonderful girl. Or at least 
that’s what I thought. 

We found ourselves in Port Chester, New York. I was surrounded by the 
best friends I would ever have, and their families. For what was truly the first 
time in my life I felt wanted, loved and safe. 

I remember Decembers perfect dark and its cold. Yet its memory 
conjures forth a warmth unlike any July, because of being with those people in 
that place at that time. 

My body remembers what is left of that sensation. It is as if my soul is 
snuggled up warm and safe within it. 

There is comfort there until I realize, I will probably never experience 
another feeling like that nor any other, again. 
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https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=bahPlcwc3Hw 


Jasmine sits resembling the beautiful syllables of her name in the 
rundown kitchen of the shabby house she shares with her husband. 

Filthy dishes empty bottles and cans once containing alcohol, long ago 
drained of their desired contents decorate the kitchen. As they do most of the 
house. 

She sits smoking a cigarette and sipping a cold bottle of beer in her self- 
imposed prison of squalor. Surrounded by yellowing paint and ruined linoleum 
wearing only a slip made from sheer white silk. 

There is a slight sheen of moisture upon her, which causes her to glisten 
in dawns early light as Detroit’s summer swelter begins to irradiate the day. 

The glisten upon her body serves to accentuate that which she already 
exudes, raw, powerful and unbridled sensuality. 

There is no denying it. Her long legs, soft pouting lips, and supple breasts 
scream out excited like the Jews in answer to Pilot’s question. 

Instead of Barabbas being spared and The Christ being condemned, her 
bodies response is a much harsher sentence than crucifixion is, come hither 
my dear, now that your eyes have found me all hope is lost. You are mine now 
and forever more. 

Jasmines husband Henry saunters into the kitchen his booze groggy eyes 
finding focus upon her shape. He finds himself wondering, is that her first beer, 
or is that beyond her fourth? Well, he continues within his mind, let’s just hope 
it’s enough to cure the hangover but just short of a buzz. 



Henry is tall and lean, his hair slightly thinning, but he is by no means 
bald nor shall he ever be. His looks, mannerisms and vocal quality are a dead 
ringer for Nicholas Cage. If it weren’t for this abode you would probably mistake 
him for Cage. 

Henry isn’t a looser by any means he could have been somebody once. 
He truly could have made something of himself. Henry was on the road to 
success, he never really wanted it though. Henry never really wanted anything 
until he saw Jasmine, and with that meeting all promise was promptly 
vanquished. 

Jasmine sits staring out the filthy window, next to where she sits at the 
table. The yellowing dirt upon it bathing her in a gold hue as the sunlight 
passes through, furthering the impression of Jasmine being some sort of 
golden Goddess. 

She has a faraway look on her face, sitting there holding her cigarette 
slightly adrift from her lips with her left hand, while her right sensuously 
caresses the neck of her beer bottle. “Henry?” She asks. 

“Yeah Jas?” Henry answers. 

“Henry, that factory over there,” she pauses. 

“Yeah Jas, what about it?” Henry ventures then suddenly realizes, shit 
what in the Hell did you just do? Now your trapped, and Goddamn it you did it 
to yourself. 

Henry knows all too well that look on her face, the attitude and her 
actions. Henry should have kept his mouth shut. He didn’t though, so now 
Henry is screwed, and to top it all off his head is killing him. 

She aroused him seeing her sitting there looking like that and it threw 
him. She did it right through the painful remnants of a long night’s debauchery 
to boot. 

He should be Immune to her whiles by now, but he’s not. The fact that he 
isn’t only adds to the aggravation of what he has done. 

“I was just sitting here thinking. What exactly do you think they do over 
their Henry?” 

In for a dollar in for a dime, or something like that Henry thinks to 
himself, before moving further with his fool’s venture. “They make cars over 
there babe, you know that.” 

“Yeah, I know that’s what they say they do over there, but what do you 
suppose they really do over there?” Jasmine asks in a lost sort of way. 



Confused by not only the question, but also as to any reasoning which 
may be behind it. Henry sits down at the table next to her slowly and with a 
wince then lights a cigarette. His masochism now in full effect it forces him 
further down a familiar road. Henry knows this road all too well, it is a very long 
and often painful one. Unable or unwilling to stop Henry questions, “What do 
you mean Jas? They make cars.” 

Henrys minimal annoyance grows for allowing himself to fall prey to this 
imposed conversation, due to being ambushed by his longings for his beautiful 
wife. 

Why can’t he be like other men and loose his attraction for his wife, he 
questions to himself? (Well just look at her and there’s your answer, dumb ass.) 

After a short pause Jasmine responds, “Yes Henry, I know that’s what 
they tell you, and that’s what they want you to think. What I’m asking you is, 
what do you think they are really doing in there? “ 

Now truly ruing his mistake and wanting nothing more than to be left 
alone to nurse his hangover Henry snaps back. “What in the Hell are you 
talking about?” He catches himself then after calming slightly Henry continues, 
“Look I’m sorry I snapped. I suppose you must have put some thought into this, 
and you must have your reasons for worrying about this. “So” why don’t “you” 
tell me “what” you think “they” are “really” doing over there?” 

Jasmine thinks quietly for a long moment, so long in fact that it gives 
Henry the false hope that this subject may be dead. And why not hope that? It 
wouldn’t be out of her character to start one of these conversations then just 
drop it. After all she has done it before. 

Any hope of relief is dashed as Jasmine finally answers, continuing to 
torture Henrys hangover. “Well that’s the thing Henry, I’m not even sure there is 
a they. I have never seen anyone going in or out. Not one single soul Henry. Not 
even someone outside smoking a butt or anything Henry. Don’t you think that’s 
peculiar? Don’t you think that’s just the slightest bit odd? “ 

His nerve unending Henry quests ever on down that painful road where no glory could 
possibly await him. He pares her thrust and attempts to stab at her with his own foil. “What 
about the trucks Jas?” 

“You’ve seen them going in and out. There has to be people in them 
“right”?” 

“ Trucks don’t just drive themselves, do they?” 

Lost and forlorn Jasmine counters Henrys attack yet again without even 

trying. 



“Well Henry, there’s another thing, the trucks. I see them coming out and 
they are all full of shiny new cars, just the way they ought to be, and that’s the 
way everything is over there. Just the way it ought to be, until you look at it, till 
you take a real good look at it. Then once you do, once you look at it real close. 
It’s like they forgot some things, you know left them out or something.” 

“What are you talking about Jas?” Henry interrupts. 

“Well if you would let me finish answering you Mister Impatient, Jasmine 
responds. 

“As I was saying, maybe they just didn’t think of those things, or they 
thought that people just wouldn’t notice because they weren’t important 
enough to include. Maybe they didn’t know they were important, or maybe they 
know they’re important and don’t care if someone notices, because there isn’t 
anything, we could do about it anyway.” 

“The trucks are a very good example Henry. You see them coming out, 
but you never see them going in. I mean they need supplies and materials, 
don’t they? They need things to make the cars, don’t they, or to make whatever 
it is they “really” make in there.” 

“Jas, you said you’ve seen the trucks coming out, right? Well there has 
got to be people driving them, don’t you think?” Henry questions slightly 
annoyed. 

“Yes Henry, I have seen them coming out, but it’s always so late at night, 
it’s so dark that you can’t see into them. You can’t see if there’s anyone in 
them, driving them. There’s another thing too Henry, why do they always leave 
so awfully late at night. It could all be automated Henry the trucks and all, you 
never know.” 

“ It could all be robots or something. I have no proof that there is a we or 
even a they. There is no evidence to suggest that there is one solitary soul over 
there Henry.” After finishing Jasmine raises the bottle she has been fondling, 
and takes a long slow drink, as she does some of the moisture that has 
accumulated on the sweating bottle runs down her hand then down her arm, 
she goes back about staring out of the window. 

Henry loses his train of thought temporarily as he watches her, his 
longings stirring again. 



God, she’s not even trying and she’s doing this to me, Henry thinks 
before shrugging off the image it conjures in his head due to his unending 
desires for her. Henry knows it is pointless and futile to allow them to take hold 
and grow anyway, since once Jasmine is locked onto a certain train of thought 
nothing will deviate her from it, until she has decided on her own to move on to 
some other bizarre wondering. There is a chance though that he may be able to 
hasten this by helping her to work through it. So, Henry sacrifices himself and 
his urges by taking a shot. 

“Jas, honey, please think about what you’re saying. You’re not actually 
thinking that these trucks are driving themselves, are you? Please, just calm 
down for a minute and think about what you’re saying.” 

Perturbed, Jasmine responds. “No Henry, that isn’t what I’m saying, 

“WHY ARE YOU STILL ALIVE?” 

“WHY ARE YOU STILL READING?" 

“YES YOU STUPID.” 

“I AM SPEAKING TO YOU THE ONLY PERSON READING 
THIS BOOK.” 

“Unless there are others in there?” 

If you would listen to me you would know that. What I am saying ‘Henry’, 
is the place is strange. There is something not right about it. On the surface 
Henry it looks fine as I have said, but if you look closer there is definitely 
something wrong, very wrong. Look at the cars Henry, just look at them. “ 

Rubbing his temples and wishing he was gay; Henry throws another 
shovel full of dirt from his ever-deepening hole on to the pile and quietly asks. 
“Okay Jas...okay, what about the cars?” 

“Never mind Henry, you either think I’m crazy, or you don’t really care. So 
why go on Henry? You don’t care what I think. You don’t care about how I feel. 
All you care about is this.” Jasmine says as she waves her hands towards her 
body in an all-encompassing gesture. 

Henry lapses into a moments thought, “I’m not a fag, I mean...really why 
wouldn’t I care about that?” 

“That’s not true Jas!” Henry bellows in protest. “I, I have never said that. 
Jesus, I’m asking you about the factory and now we’re on to this. How in the 
Hell did we get onto this?” 

“I love you for Christ’s sake. Of course, I care about what you think, and 
how you feel. Now please explain this to me. Let me help you. Let’s figure this 
out together.” 



“You don’t mean it Henry. You can’t mean it, you’re a man, and you never 
even responded to what I said about the way I look. It is that isn’t it?” 

Jasmine interrogates. 

It is that but Henry just wants to get on with the day. 

What would Jesus do in this situation Henry finds himself wondering, 
then answers his own question. “Oh yeah, that’s right Jesus was gay.” 

He was too smart to let himself get this involved with a woman. His was 
only around for appearances. 

“Jas,” Henry begins. “Jas first things last. I didn’t respond to the looks 
thing because it wasn’t a statement it was a gesture, so I wasn’t aware,” 
(composing himself) “I wasn’t aware it was a part of the issue, or that I had to 
respond to a gesture. And anyway, (Man I got this.) that has nothing to do with 
anything, so it’s a moot point.” 

Henry knows he is lying. If it wasn’t for that, he wouldn’t be in this 
current incarnation of Hell at the moment and he knows it. 

He continues, “I do mean what I said Jas. I do care about this now let’s 
discuss it. I can see it’s important to you so it’s important to me, don’t you see 
that Hun? Now what about the cars?” Henry hopes his gamble works. 

There is an uneasy moment as Jasmine looks away from him and returns 
to staring out the window before she starts speaking again. “Well alright then, 
look at the cars Henry. Look at them really good. Are you looking at them 
Henry?” 

Henry turns to look out the window in an over exaggerated melodramatic 
way as he answers. “Yeah Jas, I’m looking. I’m looking at the cars. Now what 
about them?” 

“They don’t move Henry, they never move.” Jasmine explains. 

Astounded by the insanity of Jasmines statement Henry questions. 
“What do “you” mean Jas? I’m not sure that I am getting what “you” mean?” 

Jasmine responds to Henry slightly annoyed as if Henry should have 
understood. “Henry, I want you to look at the cars in the employee parking lot. I 
want you to remember where they are. I want you to commit to memory exactly 
where they are. Okay, okay Henry?” 

“Yeah, yeah Jas, I can see them. I don’t get where you’re going with this 
though.” Henry lights another cigarette and wonders how much longer he might 
live. He hopes it won’t be much longer. It would be nice to die right around the 
time he finishes his smoke. He figures he’s lived long enough another few 
minutes would wrap things up quite nice. 



https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=otSSwS Nh9A 


Jasmines voice and mannerisms take on a slightly darker, more serious 
tone as she continues. It is obvious she has put a lot of thought into this and is 
quite upset by it. 

“The cars, and I know this sounds crazy but they were the first thing I 
noticed. They don’t move. They never move they’re always in the same place. 
You don’t have to believe me now, but just do what I’m asking and remember 
where they are. If you’ll do that for me, you’ll see I’m not crazy. Please do that 
for me. Please Henry, will you do that for me?” 

Henry sits in rigid silence as he ponders how truly insane Jasmine must 
be to have come up with this one. 

Oh, sure there was the thing about C.I.A. putting tracking devices into 
hypodermic needles, so that if you go to the doctors in need of an injection the 
device hidden within the hollow space of the needle is implanted into you 
during the procedure. 

Then there was the seventy-year-old man across the way that she was 
convinced was either a serial rapist, murder or both. 

Oh and who could forget the number 11 following her, if every moment of 
every day you are looking for 11 then it’s a pretty sure bet you’ll see it, then 
that dam Danny Devito movie 11 Came out thank God she wasn’t being 
followed by 7 Bill Cosby and Rick Springfield was about all he could handle at 
that point. 

There were others also, but none of them showed this much thought. 
None of them had this much of an obvious effect on her. Wow, this is bad, 
(Henry thinks assuredly.) and it’s only going to get worse. “Please God, if your 
there and your listening, please kill me now.” Henry begs God, Jasmines voice 
interrupts. 

“I didn’t notice at first but if you pay attention like I did, you’ll notice. Will 
you do that? Will you do that for me Henry? Will you please do that?" 

Truly scared for his supposedly-beloveds remaining sanity Henry 
responds. “Babe, I’m not arguing against you or nothing, but isn’t it possible 
they have assigned parking places or something?” 

To Henrys detriment and pain Jasmine responds. “You would think that 
Henry. You would think that because you’re such a man. That’s why you can’t 
see it. You can’t understand it. You can’t see it or understand it, because you’re 
a man and you won’t understand it till your told.” 



Then solemnly she adds. “Henry, it’s really not your fault, I know you mean 
well. At least I think I do, it’s just so hard to tell, with you being a man and all. “ 

Within the solitude of his mind Henry cannot help but question again, 

God what have I done? Why won’t you kill me now? 

Another option does exist, perhaps he should just let this drift? 

Yet what if he does? 

Will it? 

No, he thinks not. This will never go to the side. Her point is as clear as 
mud, and as usual it is only getting murkier. It’s back to the jungle, and he 
knows it. 

Screw it Henry surmises I’m not going to let this kick. God screw me, I got 
to help her. I’ve got to save her. 

At this moment Henry realizes love has teeth, sometimes it bites. When it 
decides to it can do slightly more than take a small nibble, it does more than 
rend flesh from bone it slices deeper straight to the sole removing just a bit 
more of your humanity, of your being each and every time it does. 

It is probably due to that Henry isn’t honest with himself. If he saves her, 
he is saving himself, he knows it. 

That’s all he is truly worried about, in the end, isn’t it? God screwed 
Mary and Jesus got his bitch too it’s the truth and he won’t admit it, not to 
himself or anyone else. He can’t see it. Or he refuses to, either way all his roads 
to somewhere go nowhere now due to her, and he aint mad at Watts. 

Henry chooses his next words carefully. “Okay Jas, please spell it out to 
me then. I really want you to. Will you do that for me?” 

Jasmine does as Henry asks. She begins while continuing to stare out of 
the window at the factory in her fugue. Allowing her voice to float out into the 
sweltering air, not really to Henry, yet towards him or whatever might be 
listening. 

There is a desperate quality to her voice, it says I just want this to go 
away. Please make this go away. It breaks Henrys heart, or hard on he‘s not 
sure maybe a bit of both.. 

“It’s not assigned spaces Henry. I thought that too at first. Then I figured 
it out, and that’s when I knew I wasn’t crazy. There was something wrong.” 

“ Something out of place as I have been saying. So, I started to look 
closer, that’s when I noticed. No matter the time of day or whatever the day of 
the week, the cars Henry... the cars never move.” 



“It’s always the same ones in the same places. It’s like their some kind of set 
dressing or something. They never move, Henry. If people were actually driving 
them. If people were actually using them to travel to and from work then 
sometimes at least one of them would leave, or one would be missing.” 

“I mean people get sick. People go out and get drunk then play hooky 
from work. No company has perfect attendance. One of the cars should move 
at least a little bit. None of them ever do. None of them ever do Henry, they are 
all just there. All of the time. They never move. Not one is ever missing.” 

“For God’s sake, from time to time there should be some form of change, 
but there isn’t. It’s the uniformity that gives them away.” 

Henrys concerns grow as each of Jasmines words depart from those 
beautiful lips, he has died to kiss a thousand times. Every syllable an 
unabashed conformation that he may be losing her. 

Each vowel another nail through Christ’s palms confirming the fact that 
she may finally be condemned to insanity. Panicked now, but not showing it 
Henry begins to search his mind for a plan, or at least some form of an idea, or 
miniscule inkling of one that might help her. 

That may help to snap her out of this and bring her back to the world of 
the sane. That will bring her back to him. He happens upon its anguished 
moments later, wishing it had come sooner. 

Thankful though that it had come at all. He will lie to her. that’s it, the lie 
will break the cycle that is devouring her. She won’t be able to argue it. This will 
all be over then. 

What should this lie be? 

How should he fashion it? 

What form should it take so that it becomes an undeniable truth within 
Jasmines head that will not allow the continuation of this irrational thought 
pattern thus, saving her from herself and returning her to him. 

The answer comes to him within an instant, like divine providence from 
God. “Honey, I don’t know why I didn’t think of this sooner, I know a guy that 
works there.” 

“You do?” questions Jasmine. 

“Yes, I do.” Answers Henry. 

“How do you know him?” Jasmine queries. 

“What do you mean how do I know him? I know him is all.” Henry 
responds obviously confused by the question. 

“He’s a friend of mine.” 

“Are you sure?” Asks Jasmine 



Henry answers beginning to worry that his ruse may already have been 
queered. “What... yes. Yeah Jas, I’m sure I know him and that he works there.” 

“No, not that Henry. Are you sure he’s a friend?” 

In complete confusion, and growing desperation Henry answers. “Yeah 
Jas, I’m sure he’s a friend.” 

Jasmine turns to Henry once again and asks, “But Henry how do you 
know?” in that ever-growing far-off way, then returns her attention to her 
observations out of the window. 

“What the Hell do you mean Jas? He’s a friend of mine I think I would 
know.” Answers Henry. Now the confusion and worry begin to subside a bit, and 
give way to aggravation. 

Jesus Harold Christ with the crabs, this twist won’t even allow herself to 
be helped. She just keeps on going in all directions at once. 

Why can’t she just let the rumpus die? Henry questions to himself yet 
again. Then a terrifying thought presents itself to him. What if there is no 
helping her? 

He could actually lose her, and by doing so in the process lose himself. 
After all dames like this aren’t a dime a dozen. They don’t just come along 
every day. If you’re lucky, real lucky you get one like her once in a lifetime and 
that’s it. 

Evermore lost Jasmine slowly answers. “I’m just asking is all.” 

“ You said he was your friend; how do you know?” 

“How do any of us really know anything?” 

“ You say that you love me, but how can I know that?” 

“How can I really ever know that for sure?” 

“How can any of us ever really know anything for sure?” 

“It’s all blind faith Henry, we’re told things and then we are expected to 
believe them solely on the word of another.” 

“How can we be expected to live like that Henry?” 

“They could be lying; you could be lying.” 

“It’s not right. It shouldn’t be that way. A person needs proof. Without 
proof everything falls apart under closer inspection, like that facade over there 
Henry.” 

“That Goddamn lie making itself to home on the other side of the street 
Henry.” 

“On the other side of the very street we live on. It just sits there making 
itself known, daring someone to notice. “ 

“So, what now Jasmine?” 

“ What do we do now that we noticed?” 

“ Do you have some form of plan?” 



“ More importantly what do you want me to do?” Henry asks in an almost 
pleading way. 

Jasmines response is quick and comes with that certain machine gun 
etiquette that she has perfected during her and Henrys time together. “Sure 
Henry, sure that would be just how it is. I should have expected as much. 
Nothing ever changes. You can be such a scumbag sometimes.” (As I write this, 

I realize I truly do want to die. This statement is not for the benefit of the story. I 
truly do wish I were dead.) 

Shocked Henry responds defensively. “Wait a minute. “What?” 

“Me I was...was.” 

“Jasmine what the Hell. I’m trying to help you here and now I’m a 
scumbag.” 

“How in Christ’s name does that happen?” 

“I’m trying to help.” 

“Shit!” 

The words have no effect on Jasmine she is as unmoved by them, as she 
is by Henrys pained display. 

She stares out the window at her nemesis as she answers him. “You 
said most importantly in reference towards yourself, not me or the problem at 
hand.” 

“That’s how you are Henry, everything revolves around you.” “Things only 
matter if they have something to do with you.” “They are only important if 
they are involving you!” Then with a mouth full of spite Jasmine finishes, “God, I 
just wish you would die sometimes!” 

Hurt to the core, Henry does not react at first, instead he collects 
himself. 

It is hard though, the words cut deeply and, he wishes that he could grant 
her request at this moment. 

Perhaps in some form of spiritual or emotional way he just has. 

The words hit him so hard that he actually becomes dizzy. 

How could this woman that he loves so much, this woman he has so 
much passion, caring and concern for say such a thing to him? (In all fairness 
he was just debating a hard on.) 

Can she see his pain? 

Does she see it in his eyes and written upon his face at the moment? 

More importantly does she even care? 

With aching rage blossoming inside of him Henry fumbles about his own 
reasoning trying to figure out how she could intentionally say such a thing to 
him. 



How could she go out of her way to hurt him so badly? 

This can’t be real Henry thinks. This isn’t really her; it can’t be. Then stark 
terror sets in as he realizes that he may be losing her. 

My God what will he do without her? 

He searches for words. Words that will make her see the pain she has 
caused him. Words that will snap her out of this and cause her to love him 
again. The way she used to. 

They do not come, all Henry is able to feebly mutter is, “That’s not what I 
meant.” 

“That’s another thing Henry words mean something.” Jasmine snaps 
back, now out of her daze eyes gleaming as she glares at Henry. 

“When you say something to somebody you should mean what you say. 
You shouldn’t just go around throwing away your words like you do. Words have 
power Henry, but every time you open your mouth your words loose more and 
more of theirs.” 

“One day Henry, yours won’t have any power at all anymore, then where 
will you be?” 

“Well Henry?” 

This is really happening Henry thinks with his dread growing like a cancer 
along with the pain inside him. She is really is being this mean to me. She is 
really saying these things. 

My God, I am going to lose her. (Henry realizes love probably misplaced 
and gone.) 

Think damn it, think you bastard, if you don’t come up with something to 
get through to her to make her see you’re going to lose her. 

Henrys words aren’t carefully chosen, though they do come straight from 
a painful heart. “Jasmine, please stop, you’ve got to stop, your killing me here.” 

“Why are you doing this to me?” 

“I’m offering to and trying to help you, and now you’re hitting me with all 
of this. I don’t even get what you’re talking about now. When have I ever lied to 
you or not done what I said I would for you?” 

Jasmine returns to her dazed existence before continuing with her next 
sledgehammer barrage of unwanted words. 

“Henry, I’m just saying and take it whatever way you want, I’m just trying 
to help. I might not always be around. Then where would you be?” 

Terror long since came upon and quickly passed by for something far 
worse, something unnamable, indescribable, Henry arrives at his new 
emotional destination and screams, “What?” 

It is not a scream of rage it is of fear and pain. It is the sound of a man 
and his world coming undone. 



Jasmine doesn’t bare him a glance she just continues on. “It’s like that 
thing with that guy the other day. He kept staring at me, then he made that 
remark, and then what did you do.” 

Immediate and total recall of the situation Jasmine is talking about 
comes to Henry without effort. This is followed by total and complete 
bewilderment which only grows during his recounting of the incident to 
Jasmine. “Wait a minute, are you talking about Ned, Ned Timmons?” 

“Yes!” Jasmine responds, “Ned, our neighbor Ned, Ned, Ned that filthy, 
foul mouthed man.” 

Perplexed Henry responds, “Jesus Jas, I went over there and dealt with 
that. I told the guy if it ever even begins to occur to me that he may have 
thought of glancing at you let alone talk to you that he was going to find out 
what it’s like to shit teeth. What in the Hell more did you want me to do?” 

“You said just to make sure he never bothered you again. You said not to 
hurt him unless he did.” 

“I did exactly what you said, what more did you want?” 

“And that’s the problem “exactly”, “exactly is the problem Henry, you did 
“exactly” as you were told nothing more, nothing less." 

“You expended the minimal effort as always. Sometimes it’s nice for a 
girl’s guy to go that extra mile for her.” 

“What would that have been the extra mile Jas, traction or a dirt nap?” 
Henry asks snidely. I mean the guy only said hi to you. 

“It was the way he said hi.” Jasmine snaps back, she just continues on. 
“The fact that I have stated aside Henry, my point being you did as I asked to a 
tee, but you didn’t keep your word to me or to Ned.” 

Yet again Henrys response a befuddled, “What?” 

“Now I’m really lost. Jas, please, for the love of God, what in the Hell are 
you talking about?” 

“He looked at me Henry. He looked at me again and you didn’t do a 
damn thing. You did nothing.” Says Jasmine. 

“Wait... wait a minute, what the,” (Henry losing his composure.) “when 
did he look at you again?” Henry questions both perplexed and frustrated by 
the revelation. 

“Don’t play dumb Henry, you know exactly when he looked at me.” 
Jasmine fires back. 

“No, no Jas, I really and truly don’t so if you would ‘just (Henry barely 
stops himself from screaming though he is on the verge of all control being 
lost.) “stop with the ‘Goddamn’ insanity for one ‘minute’ and please tell me 
what in the Hell you are talking about!” 




“Christ Henry, don’t give yourself an aneurism, I am trying to explain if 
you would just give me a chance, as I was trying to tell you when we were over 
there and you were telling him what would happen if another incident where to 
occur that is when he looked at me.” Explains Jasmine. 

“When I was talking to him is when he did this? Not after, but when I was 
talking to him? “ 

“Am I getting you right?” Henry asks. 

“Yes! Henry that is when, finally your starting to listen.” Jasmine answers 
conveying true happiness in her voice. “When you and I where over there as 
you were reading him, the riot act he looked over at me.” 

Henry cannot believe his ears. If this were a sane woman, then this 
conversation wouldn’t be happening. 

He knows he must choose his next words carefully. He has got to play 
this one close to the cuff. This can be repaired by getting her to believe he is on 
her side on this one. 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=A uMGuktiqo 

If he twists this just right this pain may come to an end today, short lived 
that it may be. He just cannot believe what he is hearing. He has a few 
questions that he knows he shouldn’t ask, yet he decides to embark on an 
idiot’s quest for knowledge and understanding of this situation. He asks his 
question. “Jas, as I was speaking to him, he looked at you. Is that what you’re 
saying?” 

“Yes Henry, as you were speaking to him, he looked at me. If it was just 
an accidental glance, I wouldn’t have mentioned it. It was a look though.” 
Answers Jasmine. 

Playing his part to perfection in this fool’s errand, Henry decides to up 
the ante to draw her further into his ruse and questions. “Jas, are you sure it 
wasn’t a stare, that it was a look?” 

“If it was a stare that’s going to make things a lot worse for this bum.” 

“I want you to think about this." 

“I want you to be sure..." 

“Was it a look or a stare?” 

Jasmine thinks a moment before answering. In that time Henry revels in 
the fact that his gamble has paid off, she has been deflected. 



Jasmine answers, “No Henry, I would say it was a look. I know the 
difference between a glance and a look can sometimes be hard to distinguish, 
since it is only a fraction of a second that sets them apart, but this was most 
definitely a look not a stare. His eyes didn’t linger for a long enough period of 
time to denote a stare. They were just there for a brief period, slightly longer 
than a glance really then they were gone.” 

Henry gives thanks to God yet again. This time for the fact that her mind 
does not work in this way. 

He never thought the decision between a glance, a look, and a stare was 
such an arduous one. Her thought process is so complex it is little wonder that 
these things occur and cause strife within her mind. 

Henry has her going now he is in. He has breached the outer madness 
and is safely within the parameters of the inner sanctum of her delusion, where 
he is now recognized as an ally rather than an encroaching enemy. He decides 
to pose one more question just to solidify his position of understanding and 
concern to her, thus returning him unto her good graces. 

“Yeah, but Jas, sometimes the difference between a look and a stare can 
be only an instant too. It just depends on when you noticed him looking. His 
eyes may have already been there so by the time you noticed what appeared to 
be a look may have actually been a stare due to the time elapsed between him 
beginning to look and you noticing.” 

“On the other hand, you could have turned away an instant to soon and 
he was still looking though unnoticed by you. You may have thought he had 
stopped looking when in fact he was still looking.” 

Yep he’s got this, “Or there is another possibility he may have been looking 
before you noticed and continued on after you turned away, which is nights and 
days worse because that would be a lingering stare. 

“Do you follow me?” 

Jasmine nods in agreement. As she does Henry gives himself 
momentary praise for his astute grasp of this bent logic. He continues on, 

“Okay then good. Now I need to know how sure you are about what it was. We 
need to establish the degree of his offence so that we may come to a justifiable 
recourse for this action.” 

God this is insane, not stupid insane this is far to complex to be 
dismissed as stupid, dam it must be exhausting to be her. 

“ What I’m trying to say is the punishment must fit the crime, we want to 
appear fair not harsh otherwise we would be no better than him.” 



With a look of profound thought upon her face, Jasmine sits still as the 
grave then reaches for her bottle of beer and takes a quick swig before lighting 
a cigarette. After a short puff she answers. “Well Henry, you have really given 
me a lot to think about.” She pauses. “I would have to say, and I am 
considering this very well... I would have to say just to be safe that it could have 
been a lingering stare.” 

Henry suddenly springs to his feet and kicks his chair across the kitchen 
“That son of a bitch!” Henry yells feigning rage at her answer. 

Jasmine jumps in her seat and almost falls to the floor do to the 
surprised and shock caused by Henrys sudden and unexpected outburst. 

“That son of a bitch, he’s screwed now baby!” 

“ He has just gone to Goddamn far, to Goddamn far. He has shit the bed, 
Goddamn it... Goddamn it, you can only push a man so far, then its gonzo 
time.” 

“If it was just a glance or even just a look, I would have stopped at 
pinning his ears back, but a stare, a Goddamn stare and not just a Goddamn 
stare but a lingering Goddamn stare, oh baby it’s the rubout.” 

“No not just the rubout, the lingering rubout. I’m going to make this pig 
squeal, mark my Goddamn words baby!” 

“The disrespect of this animal, he does this while... while I’m educating 
him. Its gull baby, its gull and a sick perversion, why I’ll bet he’s a kiddy rapper 
too!” 

Henry is only slightly acting he really is going to kill this guy regardless of 
weather or not he actually looked at her in some kind of way, kind of sucks 
though he really is a nice man, oh well." 

At this point Henry takes a purposely decided upon dramatic pause 
Brando would have been proud of ,he glares at Jasmine as he says, “Jas, baby 
your honor will be avenged.” 

Henry is proud of his performance, he has just enough time to begin 
congratulating himself before he sees Jasmines demeanor begin to revert to 
the former. 

“Shit.” he thinks he literally stops and thinks “Shit." then, ”1 went too far 
with the honor part. Damn it! I knew that was too far.” Trying to save his work 
Henry starts, “Ja “, but she interrupts him before he even gets started. 

“Goddamn you Henry. Goddamn you to Hell, Goddamn you to the same 
Hell as The Thirteen Angles. I thought you were being sincere. You bastard.” 

“But honey,” Henry tries. Jasmine stops him dead again, 



“No Henry, don’t you say a word. Not another word you have already said 
enough. I thought you were actually concerned. I thought you were trying to 
help. Worst of all I thought you understood for once and where on my side. You 
bastard.” 

“But Jasmine I am.” Is Henrys panicked retort. 

“Like Hell you are!” Jasmine fires back as her rage begins to build. 

“You are on the same side you are always on, your own,” she takes a 
deep breath and exhales, “you bastard.” 

“Jasmine... baby that’s not fair, and it’s not true. You have no idea 
what you’re talking about.” 

“Henry Goddamn it stop, just stop. The lying is bad enough but to 
continue after your caught, that is worse...far, far worse. Why it is Goddamn 
unforgivable, you prick.” 

“Goddamn it Jasmine, that takes a lot of nerve calling me a prick!” 
Henrys voice begins to grow louder as his frustration and rage also does. 

“I’m a prick. I’m a prick... you know what Jas; I’m done with this insanity 
for today. I shouldn’t have opened my mouth. I shouldn’t have tried to help. 
This... this is what I get every Goddamn time!” 

Enraged Jasmine screams, “Well screw you then Henry. Just screw you! 
This is what I have been saying, you don’t care and you should! They could be 
doing anything over there. We have a right to know, what in the Hell they are 
doing over there.” 

“Jas, let me explain it to you. I don’t give a shit about what they are doing 
over there they could be corn holing Hungarian acrobats for all I care. It 
wouldn’t matter to me, and do you know why?” 

“No Bastard, why don’t you care?” Jasmine seethes at Henry. 

“Oh, why thank you Jasmine, and since you asked so nicely, I’m going to 
tell you.” Henry places both his hands onto the table with such force that it 
causes the objects placed upon it to jump as does Jasmine. 

Henry stares Jasmine deep into her eyes as he slowly leans in and says 
to her in a soft stern voice. 

The list begins. 

“Jasmine, I don’t care because I’m not a Hungarian acrobat.” 

“I don’t care because I’m not a homo.” 

The list grows. 

“I don’t care because ass sex with a man doesn’t interest me. As long as 
nobody is trying to stick anything up my ass I really don’t care.” 

The list is getting long. 



“It just doesn’t affect me. And if you were to really look at it Jas, you 
would see that I care about that Goddamn factory even less than the 
Hungarians or the people who may or may not be running around trying to ass 
rape them, at least that could happen. 

“After all there are all types of people in this world, so why not ones that 
get their rocks off ass slamming Hungarians. I ‘II even go so far as to say, and 
this is for your benefit not mine, there may even be automated ass slamming 
robots over there, corn holing the Hungarians right now.” 

“It’s possible you ‘ve seen the stuff people use on each other in porn.” 

“The Thomas Edison of sex toys, and corn holing machines could be over 
there right now as we speak corn holing away.“ 

“Point being it could happen in reality, in reality this could be going on 
right over there across our very street, so, it does give some cause for concern 
Edison could suddenly decide I might be Hungarian or one of those filthy, filthy, 
Filthy Albanians unlike this lunacy you are spewing, that could affect me, 
because at any moment an army of ass raped Hungarians could come running 
out of that place screaming, seeking refuge from the automated ass ramming 
machines and end up landing right here on our doorstep, sore assed and 
bleeding.” 

“The Edison pervert could be running right behind them headed straight 
for me, why not I have a nice ass you’ve even said it.” 

Jasmine nods agreement concerning Henry’s ass. 

“I don’t want a sore ass Jas, I that’s got to hurt, and I don’t want it, but 
I’m not worried you know why, don’t say a word I’ll tell you.” 

“Because that isn’t going to happen Jas and since it isn’t going to 
happen, that factory doesn’t affect me.” Henry stands up slowly while 
continuing to stare into Jasmines eyes. 

He begins to turn and as he does Jasmine drives a screaming right into 
Henrys crotch hitting him squarely in the jewels. 

His reaction is immediate he grabs for his aching junk as he doubles 
over, beginning to hyperventilate, a sick ache in his stomach begins as the 
indescribable pain radiates up from somewhere deep within the recesses of his 
inner nads caused by the savage and unexpected attack. 

Henry looks at Jasmine from pained eyes and chokes out, “What did you 
do that for?” 

Jasmine looks at Henry thoughtfully, then in a sweet voice answers, 
“There you go baby, now your affected.” 



https ://w w w .youtube .com/watch?v=PGMu gN s4ZiM 



A man stands at a desert crossroads. The sky is a blaze with stars, a 
slight wind is blowing. 

It is dark despite the presence of an abnormally large full moon. 

He is wearing a suit, which one would immediately discern to be at best, 
odd attire for a place such as this. 

It is either dark blue or black, there is not enough light to tell, it is an 
unimportant detail anyway. 

He stands there motionless and alone. Slowly, he reaches into the pocket 
of his jacket and from it removes a small crystal vile with what appears to be a 
rubber stopper capping it. 

With his free hand he removes the rubber cork. It reveals itself to be the 
squeeze bulb to a dropper. 

As the glass cylinder becomes visible it may be coated with blood. (As I 
have already stated it is dark so prying details from this odd scene can at best 
be described as daunting.) 

The man suspends it in the air a few inches from him and squeezes the 
bulb. A single drop falls from it to the ground barely missing the toe of his black 
leather boot. 

As it impacts with the earth, the single drop fragments into what would 
appear to be thirty or so expanding chrome droplets. 

The newly formed orbs do not absorb into the pavement or mix with the 
dust they just sit there growing to the size of a baseball until the man speaks 
in a low whisper, his utterance is short, “Find them.” 

With that they begin to quiver and roll about, until suddenly random 
enumerations separate and travel forth at a blinding speed in all five directions 
of the compass leaving only the unknown man standing where we have come 
upon him. 




https ://w w w .youtube .com/watch?v=DdpMxO-AlDs 


Hello. I would like to introduce myself to you, yet I can’t. You see I have an 
odd problem I am not quite sure who I am. 

Actually, it would probably be easier to show you what I mean rather than 
explaining it. 

Take a look over there. Do you see that guy leaning against the 
overpriced sports car, wearing that fine Italian suit, talking to that sweet piece 
of ass? 

He is one suave looking bastard, isn’t he? Good, glad you agree, because 
that’s me. 

Now if you’ll look over there. Do you see the guy with the metal detector, 
wearing the Hawaiian shirt, and the plaid shorts on the beach, and the straw 
hat? 

That is also me. Thank God I’m not wearing black socks, though I would 
have been if I had time to do my laundry that day. 

Now this scene is a bit more interesting, that’s me with my darling wife 
and daughter. I know what you’re thinking, my God, his wife is hot, and you 
would be right. 

After all, that is why I married her. On the down side she comes complete 
with a ten thousand dollar a month shopping addiction, a first and second 
mortgage due to that addiction and a drinking problem that is just beginning to 
flourish, a therapist, alcohol counselor, plastic surgeon, loser brother, drunk 
mother, enough emotional baggage to sink the Titanic again, and that’s not the 
half of it, she can’t carry a conversation any better than she can a car she's no 
mental gymnast. 

The kid is another small fortune too. Between the orthodontist, ballet 
lessons and private school. And so far, that’s just the beginning, in a few years 
she is going to discover sex and she’ll probably end up becoming a slut. So, you 
have to figure in the bastard children I’m going to have to foot the bill for, not to 
mention she’ll probably end up with a drug problem that I will have to support, 
and then the hundreds of rehabs she is going to end up in. 

Then there are going to be arrests, which means bail and lawyers’ fees. 



So, if you would like to take over the payments let me know I’ll introduce 
you to them. A word of warning though my wife also has a more than just slight 
reoccurring yeast infection problem. Yeah, sometimes things get a little messy 
down there. 

Now over there. There I am with my girlfriend, and as you can see, I am 
smiling. She, unlike my wife, has no yeast problem. 

She does have a small cocaine problem though, it’s less than my wife’s 
shopping habit, so it doesn’t bother me, besides it enhances the sex. Plus, 
there is that fringe benefit she loves sex and is really good at it, and she is bi¬ 
sexual. Which means she is always sharing me with her girlfriends. 

So, you see the money I pay out for the coke is well worth it, and if the 
coke ever becomes too expensive of a problem, I look at it this way, we aren’t 
married I’ll just dump her, and keep screwing her friends. 

There I am again with my other wife and family. 

“What?” 

“Wait a minute, did he just say what I think he said?” 

Yes, I did, my other wife and family. Those are only two of the fifteen or so 
families I have, and only one of the twenty or thirty girlfriends I have. 

I know this all sounds like a lot, and I’m not quite sure how to get you to 
understand it so I’ll try it this way. You see in one of my incarnations I am a 
chef. 

One of the very first things I learned as a chef was that, there are 
thousands of ways to season pork. Which means pork (i.e. pig) has thousands 
of different flavors, and variations. 

Women are like pork. There are thousands of variations, but when it 
comes down to it and you reduce them to their core essence, it is all the same 
meat. 

It can have a variety of flavors, but in the end this wonderful meal that 
you are partaking of is nothing more than, well...pig. 

So, what does all of this have to do with anything? Not quite sure what 
I’m getting at? It’s ok, I’m not quite sure of most things on most days, and as 
you can see, I have good reason why. 

The only thing that I am sure of is that I don’t seem to be capable of 
being satisfied with a single life, or a single version of me or who I am. I would 
simply get a yen or a random urge and the next thing you know, there is a 
completely new me, until I met her. 

She was seventeen going on forty, (You know what I mean, yep she quit 
playing with dolls and was approaching menopause, l‘m kidding.) God, she 
became everything to me. 



Now, I know what you’re thinking, and your wrong. I am not a little old for 
her. 

Age is measured by time. Man created time to keep track of things. You 
see time does not actually exist, so therefore age cannot exist. Time is an 
illusion you people use as a tool to judge me and my proclivities as you see 
them. 

This is not some kind of kink though, believe me I know, I have enough of 
them. (Popsicles and Vaseline.) 

No folks, fate snuck up on me one day and bit me square in the ass. 

In one of my guises I am a science teacher at the local high school, that’s 
where I met her. She was one of those problem students, you know the kind 
(Kind of hard not to want to, well you know.) 

Maybe that’s what drew me to her at first. She was full throttle suicide, 
and I was along for the ride. 

I couldn’t really tell you what it was, I could suppose but why bother. Any 
supposition on the matter would not give any bearing to subject, nor would it 
shed any light. 

What caused that stirring in me could best be described as murky. 

I knew the situation I would be putting myself into if I allowed my 
emotions to take hold. The peril didn’t matter to me, life would be empty 
without knowing her. 

My life was either over or just beginning. (Probably the former rather 
than the later.) 

Yeah, I was like the new fish in prison eventually I was going to get 
screwed, it was only a matter of who and when. 

I actually longed for this girl, I needed her, to feel her, to be with her. She 
aroused a feeling inside of me and that was it, that Goddamn feeling that got 
me. 

I was dead and I knew it. 

I don’t know why we do these things to ourselves. I honestly could not tell 
you. One day I am out happily franchising out my seed, then the next I decide to 
muck it all up by falling in love. 

Hold on, it’s her, hold on just a second, “Oh, oh... ok, yeah... yeah, ok, 
hold on honey just one second snookum’s.” 

Hey guys sorry to cut you short, but I’ve got to go. I’ll tell you more later I 
promise. Ok? Bye! 



Mother, Father, 


I do not expect any of you to understand what I am about to do, it is not 
meant to be within the realms of your comprehension. 

Mother, Father, I never was quiet enough for either one of you. At least 
you could have bothered to notice I was around from time to time. (That would 
have been nice.) 

There is little to no blame that should be placed before either of you, 
especially you father, I was always more familiar with your face in photographs 
rather than in person. You are my indifference. 

Mother, you did nothing wrong. In truth if there be such a thing you simply 
never did anything. 

You offered no contribution nor hindrance in my formative years, you 
simply are nothing, a nonentity in my life. The void within, the void. 

For those who will become my survivors, don’t pray for me. I make my 
sacrifice with a glad heart so that you may be freed. 

I do not ask for, nor do I want Gods mercy. I run eagerly towards my fate 
as a train without breaks barrels towards an unknown end derailed. 

My death will not be without purpose. It is a message to the world. My 
story will be written upon hallowed walls in my very own blood. 

I will take all I encounter. 

We will meet our maker one and all, together as it should be. 

I need not wonder if you will all hear me. 

My rage shall be defined and given a face. 

You will all come to understand the wrath within me. 

I am becoming my own pain. 

I only wish I could see the expressions decorating your faces when you 
hear what your child has done. 

I sin for you all. I take aim at you all. 

I journey into eternity for you all. 

Mourn not for me, mourn only for my lost identity. 

It is time I leave you, but not before showing you a nastiness that you 
never saw. 

Sincerely, 

Timothy Blank 

P.S. Thank you Blackie Lawless huge fan keep it up never go Christian metal. 



https ://www .youtube .com/watch?v=V 2n9 vy 2GE3 Y 




Jack is the first through the door followed closely behind by Billy. The 
ancient wooden floor creaks beneath their feet as it bares their weight. 


https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=dN61WU57zBw 

An old man stands behind a darkly stained oak bar. He looks like the 
subject of a Norman Rockwell painting. Grey hair, buzz cut short, completed 
with a flat top, his ancient eyes magnified by the thick, black framed glasses 
perched upon his nose. 

His white, dress shirt, with rolled up sleeves is safely hidden behind a 
black apron. 

As the floor’s complaint breaks the silence, the old man stops whatever 
task he was momentarily involved in. He squints, trying to distinguish the two 
men, surprise overwhelms his face as he calls out to them. 

“My Goddamn, is that ye Jack?” The old man queries in amazement, his 
words almost indecipherable due to his thick Irish accent. 

“How you been Rory,” Jack counters? 

“I thought that you were dead Jack. I thought the filth gunned you down 
during a heist, or a bar room brawl I ca, can’t remember which.” Rory says. 

“Well it was neither, Rory and they missed.” 

“Probably cause your just so damned hard to see.” 

Jack laughs. He reaches over the bar and smacks Rory’s shoulder in an 
expression of comradery and says “with those binoculars your wear’n there, 
you old S.O.B. I should be clear to you on the Goddamn moon.” 

Rory responds laughing, “Well, you’re not. You always were, and still are 
hard to see. “ 

“I would like to think of myself as indefinable,” Jack retorts then laughs. 

“So, what brings you and this one here, back to this sty? Rory asks as 
he nods his head towards Billy. 

“Booze... booze.” Jack answers. 

“Well I got plenty of that and if I aint got enough, well my Goddamn I’ll get 
you more.” Boasts Rory. 

The three men laugh at the statement. Jack and Billy pull themselves up 
a seat at the bar. In moments, Rory returns to where the two men sit waiting. 

“Beer and shots for ya, and I’ll keep ’em coming too. Youse boys always 
was my two favorite bastards. I almost hate to say it, but I missed ya. Yeah, I 
guess I did, I missed ya.” 



Just before the three men raise glasses and exchange, a toast Rory 
interrupts. “If ‘n either one of youse ever tells a soul I says that I’ll murder 
youse both dead, sure as I laid your mudders.” 

Jack and Billy pause momentarily as they exchange a brief glance before 
bursting into uncontrolled laughter. 

The three kick back their whiskies and chase its heat with the cold beer. 

Billy makes his way over to the jukebox after a brief moment the bar is 
filled with the rapturous thunder of Iron Maiden tearing through Judas my 
guide. 


https://www.youtube.com/watch?v= VUR1LD9 iO 

Billy returns to his seat next to Jack a fresh liver smasher is waiting for 
him, as he begins to settle into his seat a man comes from nowhere, or at least 
that is, as it seems. 

All three men figure he must have entered unobserved during their 
reunion. 

They notice immediately his dress is not that of New York and most 
defiantly not Yonkers. 

He is wearing a royal blue suit, with a black silk shirt, with his hair 
greased back. Upon his face are perfectly groomed sideburns. Instead of dress 
shoes, he dons black boots made from some form of reptile or another. He is 
out of place here. 

He puts his hands upon Billy and Jacks shoulders and asks; “Ever fuck a 
fourteen-year-old? It’s kind of like stealing from God, you know you shouldn’t do 
it but it just feels so Goddamn good you can’t help yourself.” 

Upon speaking his strangeness to this place is confirmed. 

His words are sent to them via a slow southern drawl, all three recognize 
as hailing from New Orleans, the Creole is unmistakable. 

“Just kidding, just kidding. So how you boys been? I’m sorry bout 
interrupting and all but I just couldn’t believe it was you two when I see’s you, 
Billy and Jack both.” 

“You to sound like that movie know what I mean?” 

They look at him confused trying to place him neither achieves any 
degree of success. 

The stranger picks up on this, and continues on. “No, you two don’t 
recognize me, do you?” 

“Probably don’t remember our deal neither huh?” 

Jack smirks “What deal?” 



“Don’t matter none. Deals a deal signed and sealed.” The stranger 
accentuates the last word as he claps the two on the shoulders and walks 
towards the exit. 

“Billy, and Jack, Billy and Jack the man states again as he leaves as if 
confirming some hidden truth. 

The three mutes stare at him as he heads to the door, as the stranger 
opens the door and begins to walk out, he calls out again; “A deals a deal boys. 
Deals a deal. Be see’n ya.” 

“Yes, a deal is most defiantly a deal.” 

The door closes behind him and he is gone. The three friends are left 
there in stunned silence. 

Rory breaks the silence bellowing “WH, WH, who da Hell was dat?” 

Jack and Billy laughing answer in unison “How the Hell do I know?” 

Billy continues “What a strange bastard. Correct me if I’m wrong, but did 
that just happen? “ 

Jack answers “Yeah... yeah I’m pretty sure it did.” Both men begin 
laughing harder. 

Rory interrupts agitated with concern. “So’s youse two boys don’t be 
known him then?” 

“No!” answers Billy speaking for both of them. 

“You sure?” 

“Both of you?” Rory questions further. 

This time Jack answers. “I have never seen him, Billy ‘s never seen him, I 
know you can’t see him and I have no idea what deal he’s talkin about is. “ 

Frustrated Rory squints his face and shaking his head. He chokes out. 
“My Goddamn whole neighborhoods going to Hell. Wish the boys would come 
back. Better or worse they kept the crazy’s and filth away...Better or worse.” 
Then he turns and walks away. “ 

Better or worse.” 

Sometime, and quite a few drinks later, Jack and Billy have not moved 
from their respective perches of inebriation. A few people drift in 
throughout the day then out again. Some stay longer than others, but all leave 
shortly. As Jack and Billy reminisce deeds long ago done, and glories past 
suddenly Jack is shoved from behind towards the bar. 

He spins quickly, ready to work, despite the alcohol coursing through his 
veins. He stops short and smiles. 



“Mira”, he exclaims with surprised and joy. The Mira to whom he speaks 
is Billy’s one legged prostitute sister. 

“Damn it! You almost had bigger problems than that wooden leg.” 

Mira laughs. “I do have bigger problems. You’re back aint you?” 

Hey I aint the one that shot your leg off, douche bag says what." 

Billy smiles big then screams ,“What!“ 

In good humor Jack snaps,” BITCH !” as he stands and hugs Mira hard. 
“Oh I thought you was talking to me,” Billy jokes. 

“So how you been freehole?” Mira asks fondly. 

While still embracing the dark Puerto Rican beauty, Jack responds in 
jest. “Freehole! Well I guess no one will ever accuse yours of that.” Jack, and 
Billy, burst into laughter. 

Mira slaps Jacks arm. “Jerk! I guess William tell over there didn’t tell you. 
I’m almost respectable now.” 

Billy shakes his head grinning. Mira continues, “Yeah, and stop laughing. 
I’m dating Uncle Phil. “ 

Confused Jack asks “Uncle Phil?” 

“Yeah Uncle Phil,” Responds Mira. “Who the Hells Uncle Phil?” Jack asks. 
“Your Uncle Phil stupid” Mira responds with a morsel of taunt in her 

voice. 

“My Uncle Phil? 

“Yes, Jack. Your Uncle Phil. “ 

“Well, well, well. Imagine that will you Billy. “Jack, starts sarcastically. 
“Can you imagine that. Uncle Phil has a Puerto Rican mistress with a wooden 
leg.” Billy starts to snicker, Mira’s eyes narrow waiting for the inevitable jab to 
come. 

“Hey, Billy boy. “ 

“Yeah, Jack.” 

“ I guess after Uncle Phil dumps his rich wife Mira will get married and 
have half Puerto Rican one legged kids.” 

Everyone starts laughing even Mira as she slaps Jacks arm again and 
pushes herself away. 

“You’re such a shit Jack! You know that.” Then she limps to the vacant 
bar stool to Jacks left. 

“Hey Rory!” 

“Yeah, Billy?” 

“More for everybody.” 

“More of which?” 

“More of everything Rory.” Billy instructs. 



The four old friends sit talking far beyond the wee hours of the night, 
their drunken travels weave, and meander past morning arriving at noon. 

Jack emerges from the bar and leans against the building with his left leg 
propped against the wall. Bill exits immediately thereafter; circles left and stops 
facing Jack as he lights a Marlboro. 

“So where to now Jack? You wanna go and grab some food at the 
Argonaut?” 

“Nah.” replies Jack. “I think I need some sleep why don’t we stop by the 
Crescent Place Deli and grab some sandwiches then go to your place and get 
some sleep tonight we’ll go check on that thing I got going.” 

Billy hides his excitement at the prospect of what this may be finally 
being revealed to him. Although it remained unmentioned, Billy had been 
tortured with wonder all night. Though he never asked Jack about it. Billy knows 
Jack well enough that he understands there is no sense in asking, Jack will tell 
you when Jacks ready. Asking will only irritate him and prolong the revelation of 
fortunes unknown. 

Jack turns his head towards the sky and reflects for a moment before 

“Okay Jack?” Billy asks. 

Jack grins and nods then waves an arm and turns towards the car. 

“Come on Billy, Let’s roll.” 



https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=NsxcZol FEE 


Black galleons stretch out across the big blue. 

The sun begins its assault upon the day anew, their black sails full, 
bloated with the fresh days ample wind, which serves itself up in generous 
portions. 

Behind each vessel wakes stretch out and collide with one another 
causing the oceans uniformity to be temporarily broken. Hidden within are 
many teeth following in baited pursuit, scavenging whatever refuse or spoiled 
cargo that may be thrown from aboard. 

Each ship could be the masochistic clone of the other, save but one. 
Traveling a day’s quarter before the others. All share like size, shape and the 
deepest stain of black. Completely flat, devoid of shine. 

Yet this one single pragmatic exception. Set apart from the others, 
making way before the rest shimmering within the sun appearing as blood in 
full moons light. 

Save no exception, none bear the slightest hint of neither mark nor flag 
upon a mast. This lack of distinguishment tis exactly what sets all apart from 
others making perilous journeys from dark harbors. 

This peculiar uniformity sends forth its intended message without the 
possible confusion wrought by the mundane written word, whose meaning 
might be lost to the illiterate or those of unfamiliar tongues. This simple, yet 
impalpable message being known to all, and lost to none; “We be slavers!” 

Not even the most daring of pirate, nor captains of the courageous would 
allow their selves to be held momentary captive within the spyglass of these 
harbingers of misery, let alone dare accost one upon its journey. 

This the very reason being, not crew nor officer who walks upon their 
decks shows the slightest inkling of allowing privy to a gentleman’s war. 

Prisoners are most regrettably and eagerly taken. If Ye be cowardly, or 
simple of character enough not to take thine own life, or fight to life’s last 
breath, then the same fate shall ye share the one and the all. Slaves ye shall 
be. 

Since molestation be not feared then what reason must there be for such 
vast numbers? 

Those of you unfamiliar with our not so distant history, I will give answer 
to thy quandary in the form of a brief lesson in semi current events. 




About forty years hence, give or take a year and a score or two. The 
ships would fill their holds and race to their ports of call. 

Lowe then came the day, which many slavers and merchants alike came 
to rue. On this day unremarkable, their precious cargo did rebel. 

Those condemned to servitude aboard one of these floating misery’s 
where able to lose their selves from their oppressive chains. Once freed from 
bondage they hastily, with righteous and purposeful violence made way to their 
prison’s armory. Then they spread like a cancer bourn of freedom throughout 
every compartment and covering every inch of deck. 

The entire crew was slaughtered then jettisoned, filling the stomachs of 
whatever manner of creatures lay waiting in the underneath. 

If such things be capable, then wonder may have it that perhaps they did 
rejoice at the ample banquet bestowed upon them that day. 

Once liberation had been realized, the slave who first shrugged off his 
shackles reprehensible, a Russian not only by birth and heritage, but also by 
adverse nature, Alexi Rubikof rallied his compatriots to join him on a mission 
most blessed, per chance divine. The freeing of other like brethren. 

Once their unity was secured a plan was set. 

Alexi ordered a man with some knowledge of things to send a distress 
call from the ships short wave radio. 

As they awaited the baits nibble, the ship was readied for war. They 
circled a remote area of the Atlantic far from the shipping lanes where prying 
eyes could not look on them suspiciously. 

The first task at hand was to cast off anything not of necessity or use. 

The ship needed to be lightened so that they might gain the advantage of 
speed, allowing for an enhanced cast, and greater maneuvering through the 
water. 

Some of the now crew members where once carpenters hailing from 
Israel. (Like Jesus.) 

They fashioned reinforcements for the hull using inner doors, bulkheads, 
tables and chairs or whatever other scraps they could find. 

Alexi showed true genius by rearranging the cannons so that they not 
only fired shipboard and starboard, but they also fired fore and aft, thus, 
allowing greater accuracy as well as constant bombardment of the enemy 
when turning to or from their target. 



The greatest advantage of all was giving the ship the ability to present 
itself as a mere sliver of a target while still being in an adversarial position, 
even if the need where to arise to flee from an engagement. 

After three days of preparation, their bogus distress call was answered. 

In four days’ time five ships would arrive to lend aid to their ailing 
comrade. 

Five was a bit more than expected yet all were confident in their new 
leaders’ strategy, and the newly fitted and rigged warships armaments. 

As fate would have it, and we all know what a cruel mistress she can be. 

Within hours all were realized quite handsomely three would be rescuers 
were sent almost immediately to the briny deep. 

The two-remaining listing in defeat where soon boarded. 

No prisoners were taken. Once the slaves were set to freedom they did 
as those before them and beckoned unto Alexi’s call. 

The newly consigned ships would be repaired, they would join the first 
thus forming a slight yet quite ferocious fleet of three. 

During the battle, distress calls escaped from the conquered slavers 
radio rooms. Alexi ever a step ahead of fate realized their peril and ordered the 
ships to vacate north as they did those who were learned would teach those 
most ignorant the special skills needed to maintain the galleons, and to be 
efficient in the art of war. 

The three ships would be repaired, and their two new requisitions would 
be refitted so that they might oppose the task, which was their former. 

Once the newly formed trio where made ready that course was reversed 
so they may return to the shipping lanes. 

Once there it was decided they would gamble a ruse and attempt to slip 
into a harbor or port so they may replenish the ships dwindling stores. 

Preferably by means of deception or stealth, upon sacking if by fate and 
circumstances edict. Then back about their most honorable and personal war. 

The Gods had smiled down upon them; their task was completed with 
ease. Now with full stores sail was set once again. For a time, they enjoyed 
further favor and their numbers grew. 

The few had become many, their black sails and odd hulls now 
proclaiming freedom rather than the former. 

Eventually the sweet flavor of liberty gave way to the bitter taste of greed 
as it often does. 

Those formerly bound and impoverished soon yearned for wealth that is 
when the piracy of merchant ships began, which in turn led to the pillaging of 
ports, coastal villages and towns. 



Those who supported Alexi publicly as well as in secret soon turned 
against him. 

With favor lost Kings and Admirals alike where petitioned to the point 
that they soon grew weary of complaint and attack alike. 

Meetings were held. Plans were formed, an end to Alexi and his men was 
soon set to forth. 

Entire armadas where set about within a few short months Alexis 
marauders where either sunk or besieged. 

Surrounded the meager few-held fast. Alexei realizing, he had lost his 
special place within the eyes of the Gods, addressed his men for the final time, 

“Men, once we set upon a holy mission. We fought and died for 
freedom.” 

“Not just for our own, but for the freedom of others, yet we did not know 
we had been slave’s a time to long. Oh, yes brothers we had freed our physical 
bodies from oppression yet not our minds.” 

Greed and hatred fueled by spite became our new masters, the want of 
free things.” 

“Rather than proving our masters wrong and showing our worth and 
humanity we offered only a conformation that their judgments set upon us 
where correct.” 

“We behaved as animals fighting for scraps. We should have realized 
those pallid morsels had been nothing more than a poison most bitter.” 

“We degenerated rather than evolving.” 

“Instead of educating ourselves and taking the higher route, we became 
more savage than our brutal masters. We took the fast route, to riches low 
though it may be.” 

“We mistook money and all it may buy for stature. We felt a sense of 
entitlement when all we should have happily felt was grateful.” 

“We sank below instead of rising above.” 

We could have died with our heads held high with pride, and in glory. Our 
names revered. Remembered as great men... harbingers of freedom. 

“A change may have come for the better had our actions not turned 
towards the worse.” 

“Blessedly though our path to Hell was short, today we die in shame. 
Today we die for naught!” 

“All we have done is serve our masters.” 

“Oh yes brothers, that is what we the misguided free have done. 

Brothers, we have served them oh so very well.” 



“We did what they could not. We defeated their greatest enemy the 
abolitionist.” 

“We showed them all brothers, we showed them all... ‘Slaves’ cannot live 
free as humans. Slaves should not be allowed near decent people.” 

“We are a testament to their having been right all along.” 

“Freedom, brothers, doesn’t die here with us today, we killed it the first 
time we fought for wealth rather than the helpless victims of tyranny.” 

“The hope of freedom does not die with us here today though, for we 
have insured the enslavement of others with our bitter deeds. We are the 
forefathers of bondage reborn, with a new resolve and vigor.” 

“No brothers, freedom does not die here today with us, though it is dead, 
it died a long time ago and not at their hands... sadly we are the murders of 
freedom. We have earned our places within Hells fortress. 

“Lay down your weapons, fire not your guns so that possibly the Gods 
may witness our shame and allow entry into Heaven and Gods army.” 

“We could not live properly.” 

“We could not live as free men.” 

“We could not even live well as bad men.” 

“Yet we can try to die with piety, perhaps saving some vestige of hope for 
those we have cursed by our actions and left behind.” 

Alexi’s words having been said thousands of cannons came to life 
pulverizing man and vessel alike, sending all to the deep. 

During the five-minute or so span, not one of Alexis men raised an arm 
nor fired even a single shot. 

All accepted their fate. 

All died as men resigned to their punishment for deeds done wrong. 

Alexi was correct all they had done was ensure that what had transpired 
could never come to be again. 

Slavers now load their cargo a day or two prior to setting sail, allowing it 
to ripen within their holds. 

Heat, starvation, thirst and hunger are allowed to take hold weakening 
the slaves a bit. 

To further insure against another occurrence of uprising all vessels 
depart upon a schedule. Meeting at a set point, then continuing on in ever 
growing groups. Traveling onward towards a central point where all 
rendezvoused and await the others. 

When the grouping is completed and armada numbers are reached then 
their collective journey begins towards the United Americas. 



Once within range they splinter again into smaller groups on bearings 
towards their final destinations. One ship never being more than an hour’s 
travel from another. This provides the assurance that if assistance may ever be 
needed that thousands of cannons would make sure that the foolish dream of 
freedom may never be realized again. 

The spoilage, which occurs due to this protocol, is not only expected it is 
sought after. 

The slave’s only source of food is whatever form of vermin they may 
happen across and their expired brethren. You see cannibalism alleviates the 
need for food, thus lightening the ship and allowing for more products. Since 
most are hesitant to partake of the fallen flesh, it furthers the slavers goal of 
docile cargo. 

Now that our history lesson has come to an end let us return to the time 
at hand. More to the point let us return to the deck of that one unique and 
vacuous exception breaking waters before all others. 

We shall now turn our attention to the man standing watch over his crew. 
Wielding domain over this glimmering damnation, Captain Rowdy Elijah 
Willamette Harrington Esquire III, Grand Duke of Brooklyn, The New York. 




It is Monday, September the 8 th , yet another causality has been claimed 
in my life. 

Seven weeks ago, to the day in the very place I sit writing this right now I 
met a girl. I was about to commit suicide and I figured why not take the time 
out for one last insult, so I checked my e-mails. 

To my surprise there was a message there from this particular girl, I 
figured what else do I have to do besides die right now so I replied, and she 
answered right back. We began talking and much to my surprise, we hit it off. 

She was wonderful, everything I ever wanted, and I fell deeply in love with 
her almost from the start, though I hesitated to tell her. I was afraid of rushing, I 
really wanted things to work out with her, and so I waited and pretended that 
love was something that wouldn’t happen. Like I said I was scared. 

Against my wishes I began to have feelings for her, she seemed safe. 

Then after a time and against my better judgment I allowed myself to fall in love 
with her, like I said she was perfect. 

Now as I have mentioned I sit in the same place, this time I do not think 
there will be a message, or a phone call from her. 

You see I was wrong she was neither safe nor perfect. 

Why is it I wonder that I should parish while you flourish? 

You are all scum, filth at best. 

Your lives are pointless and indignant. 

Why is it that none of you see this and commit mass suicide? 

None of you are worthy of my existence. 




https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=jqduxsQ8WVs 



https ://www. youtube.com/watch?v=ktSbeMnq oSO 


Albert Friendly is a shabby man, he wears shabby clothes, drives a 
shabby car, and now sits in a shabby reclining chair, in the middle of an 
immaculately clean room, surrounded by beautiful objects. 

This shabby man sits in this chair wearing a tattered robe. The long-ago 
white Brie Larson beater, he wears is stained with the remnants of meals long 
since grotesquely devoured. 

Fresh crumbs roll down his shirt to his stained boxer shorts that have 
seen their fair share of being used for purposes unintended by the 
manufacturer. 

Albert sits there as he does on most days, watching the television. 

From time to time he makes his way to the kitchen, or to the bathroom, 
and when he does, he leaves little trails of debris. 

Albert’s wife is totally unlike him, she is the reason the house is in such 
good order. 

Albert’s wife Patricia is the polar opposite of Albert she is a fastidious 
hard working, beautiful, refined, elegant woman. What she is doing with Albert 
is any one’s guess, and the topic of most dinner party conversations. At any 
rate the reasoning behind her decision remains a secret known only to her and 
God. 

One day, about two months ago Patricia gave birth to this odd couple’s 
first and only child. She was born at six ten a.m.; she was a healthy eight pound 
five ounces, measuring twenty- four- and one-half inches. 

Though Albert Friendly is a repugnant man, he does have one decent 
trait, his love for his daughter. (At least when he manages to pry himself from 
the television or Internet long enough to remember that he has a daughter.) 

As Albert sits in his filth, he is startled by his wife’s scream, but quickly 
returns to his semi catatonic state glued to the television. 

In a panic Patricia bursts into the living room screaming in tears, “My 
mother Albert my mother... ‘Albert!’ my mother. Oh, dear God!” 

Her cries finally permeate the outer boundaries of Albert’s 
consciousness, though their journey to the inner core is some what hampered 
by a scantily clad ring girl carrying a card proclaiming this to be the fifth round. 



Once her cries do complete their journey all Albert is able to muster is a 
slight, “Yes dear, what’s wrong babe?” 

“Albert!” Patricia screams again. 

“Yes dear.” He answers. 

“My mother Albert.” 

“What Hun?” 

“Is she dead?” Albert questions without ever looking up from the 
television, wondering why he should even care. 

“What?” 

“No, she isn’t dead Albert she had a stroke.” 

“For God’s sake Albert, I didn’t say that. Can’t you even pay attention for 
a second?” 

“I am babe, your mother is dead.” 

“No, she is not dead, and will you please stop saying that.” 

Finally, we have contact. Somewhere in the deep recesses of Albert’s 
mind a word or perhaps a solitary note emanating from Patricia’s pain has 
struck a random nerve. Albert snaps out of his state of disinterest arriving in 
the land of reality. 

“Wait, what? Your mother is dead?” 

“No, Albert she is not dead and stop saying that. I don’t even want to 
think about that.” 

Somewhere inside of Albert’s slightly utilized brain he formulates a 
thought which leads to an even rarer occurrence, a desire. 

Dam, he thinks; if that old broad did kick it and she left us some money, 
why we could get a one-hundred-inch... or bigger I bet. 

“She’s not dead?” Questions Albert. 

“No! And I said to stop saying that.” Patricia demands as she reaches for 
the remote in Albert’s lap and shuts off the T.V.. 

As the picture dims, then fades Albert looks at the dark screen like a 
child that has just been scolded for no reason then to Patricia almost 
mournfully. 

“Don’t give me that look Albert, I need you to pay attention. I am going to 
go to Mayors Income to be with my family. I have to inform my work, then 
pack..." 

“Now listen to me, I need you to stay here and watch the baby for me 
while I am gone, I don’t want to take her since I could be there for a while all of 
her doctors are here. She has appointments that are important, so I need you 
to take care of her and make sure she makes it to those appointments.” 



Albert stares at his wife blankly, by the look upon his face one could not 
discern weather Albert is currently in a state of catatonia or if perhaps at least 
some of the information struck home and managed to batter its way into 
Albert’s grey matter. 

“Albert!” Patricia screams at him. 

“What?” Albert questions back. 

“Albert. Do you understand what I am telling you? 

“No!” 

“Albert, I need you to watch the baby.” 

“Alright.” 

“I need you to watch the baby while I go to my mothers.” 

“Okay.” 

“Albert, I could be there for quite a while.” 

“Yeah.” 

“Albert can you do this for me or not?” 

“ Are you paying attention?” 

“ Albert!” 

“What! Yeah, I’m paying attention. Your mother isn’t dead and you need 
me to watch the baby while you go... and ah... urn... doctors, yeah, doctors, the 
baby needs to go there.” 

“That’s right Albert, you have to take her to her appointments, and you 
can’t forget.” Patricia pauses for a moment, flushed with frustration before 
continuing on, this time she is calm, possibly even beyond calm if that is in fact 
possible. 

This time her words are not frantic, pleading, desperate or kind. This time 
her words cut straight to the core of Albert’s being, causing panic within his 
soul. 

“Albert.” 

“Yes, Patricia.” 

“Albert, I have never said anything like this to you before, I have never 
even considered it. I knew a day might come when I may have to, but I prayed it 
wouldn’t. Albert...” 

“Yes dear?” 

“Albert I am counting on you; against my better judgment I am 
depending on you...” 

“I know that babe I wo...” 



“Shhhh... Shhhh. Baby,” Patricia interrupts. “Shhhh... Albert if you screw 
this up, or if you do, or rather don’t do something and that baby, our baby, gets 
hurt or sick I swear to you Albert... I swear to you I will leave you and you will 
never see me or our child again. Do you understand me Albert?” 

Meekly Albert responds with a whimpering, “Yes.” 

“That’s good Albert, that’s good baby, I know you do, I know you do.” 

“Now I am going to call my work, then pack my things and get ready to 
go.” 

“lam going to make you a list of the things you need to do, and the 
phone numbers you might need, and Albert, I know you aren’t going to screw 
this up.” 

“You are going to pull through this with flying colors. I know you are going 
to do this without screwing it up, because I know you love me and you love our 
baby. I know you will do this especially because you love me and wouldn’t want 
to hurt me. Because you know that I love you and wouldn’t want to leave you 
and that if you mess this up I will, no matter how much it hurts me I will. 

Albert.” 

“Yeah babe?” 

“Please don’t make me leave you, please don’t hurt me like that, okay?” 

Sensing the consequences, he might be forced to endure Albert simply 
responds with. “I won’t honey, you can count on me... I promise.” 

Patricia loses her grimace and it is replaced by an uneasy smile upon 
receipt of Albert’s words then it slowly transforms into one of loving joy. “Thank 
you, thank you Albert. I know I can count on you; I know I can trust you.” 

With that said Patricia kisses Albert atop of his head and retires from the 
room to begin packing for her long trip away from home, confident in her 
husband’s ability to care for their infant daughter. After all, why shouldn’t she, 
Albert has never promised her anything before, so this must really mean 
something to him, on the other hand she never asked him for a promise before. 

Albert reaches for the remote control and switches on the T.V. as the 
screen begins to come alive once again his nerves begin to settle. Until reality 
hits him square and he questions, “What in the Hell am I going to do? I don’t 
know anything about taking care of no baby. What is she crazy?” 

Suddenly Albert’s senses are alight, he jumps from his chair screaming, 
“Yeah, yeah you son-of-a-bitch! Yeah get it in there!” 

Sudden realization hits him, as the game tying run is hit home, he 
muses. Wow! I can’t believe I almost missed that. 
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Alistair Finkel rides through the cold winters night his head resting 
against the busses window enjoying the way the cold glass feels against the 
flesh of his forehead, listening to the snow crunching beneath the rolling 
wheels, every now and again the lights from an unseen vehicle pierces the 
serenity of his closed eyelids with their stark glow invading the sacred territory 
of his inner being. 

Alistair is not the man he was only hours ago. No Alistair shall never be 
that man again. 

The world will never treat him as it once did, Alistair thinks to himself. 
They know me now they have seen what I can do... What I can really do. 

As Alistair is about to succumb to sleep, a voice begins to emanate from 
somewhere behind him savaging the solitude he was enjoying only a moment 
ago. 

It is the voice of an old black woman reading poorly from the bible aloud. 
She is sounding out the name Leviticus, as she struggles with the unfamiliar 
vowels and syllables of the ancient name Alistair wonders to himself; If you 
petition the Lord with prayer, but cannot properly annunciate the words will he 
listen? This wonderment causes him a brief snicker. 

Alistair thinks back remembering the person he was. How much time he 
has wasted? How much life gone by? 

Everything is changed now, and he takes comfort in that fact. Alistair is 
now a man set apart. Alistair may look like you or I though he is not, at least not 
anymore. 

The colored woman’s voice begins to grow louder as she further botches 
reading of the Lords word. The more excited she becomes the worse her 
recitation seems to become tripping over vowels and twisting consonants, 
stammering as she struggles to sound out the simplest of words, until slowly 
her voice is raised almost to a roar. 

From somewhere in the near distance of the busses front a baby begins 
to stir then gently moan before exploding into a full-fledged barrage of ear¬ 
piercing screams, and wails causing other passengers to be abruptly awakened 
from their sleep. 



As they do each begins to add their own protest to the disturbed silence, and 
as each one does the woman reads louder and louder at her crescendo of 
poorly elocuted gospel she jumps to her feet stammering and spitting the word 
at the angered passengers. 

Alistair smugly thinks to himself hours ago there would have been 
nothing he could have done to remedy this situation; he would have just 
chalked it up to it being his lot on life. 

The passengers begin to threaten the woman as the bus driver tries to 
bring the vehicle to a halt; she continues to sound out the Lord’s word almost 
hysterically, spittle flying from her mouth. 

Alistair muses to himself it is ok people, I will let you all go on for just a 
bit longer then my amusement towards this situation will end, at that point 
each and every one of you will suffer unto me, as the others did. 

They learned as you will all learn I am not to be pushed around. Those 
days are at an end I was born anew. 

You shall soon see; you all will see. I saw them and they changed me, so 
soon shall I change you. 




https://www.voutube.com/watch?v=1814P77S-lM 


Tobey Ambridge lies sleeping in a bed in the back of a Winnebago as it 
travels down highways unknown to him. Clutched in his left hand is a mostly 
drained fifth of Jim Beam. The small amount of liquid left dances about inside 
of the bottle as the vehicle sways and bounces down the road. 

In Tobey’s right hand is an empty bottle of sleeping pills. Tobey is not 
dead he is just sleeping, Tobey prefers sleep to the waking world, and that is 
alright. 

Tobey was a hero in every sense of the word during the war. "Do more 
before breakfast than most people do all day”, was the Army’s slogan at the 
time. 

For Tobey it should have read, “Do more before twenty-five than any ten 
people have the right to by ninety 

The war ended for Tobey at twenty-eight suddenly there were no more 
enemy’s left to fight. 

Tobey sleeps now dreaming his dreams, along for the ride, traveling... 
always traveling. 

Next to Tobey a beautiful young dark-haired girl Carey Garda sit’s a silent 
vigil watching over Tobey as her father drives. They are also accompanied by 
her mother two younger brothers, and sister. 

Carey looks down at Tobey as she clutches the crucifix worn around her 
neck, feeling the sharp edges of the cross poking into the soft flesh of her palm 
as she says her silent prayers over him. 

Suddenly he begins to stir, "He is having another nightmare”, she thinks. 

She releases the cross and begins to stroke his hair as she does, he 
begins to calm almost immediately. 

“Another one avoided babe”, Carey softly says to Tobey as his 
respirations dwindle and he reverts back into his preferred state of being. 

From somewhere in the front of the Winnebago Carey hears her siblings 
laughing, which momentarily averts her attention from Tobey. 

When her gaze next falls upon him there is a gentle smile just barely 
revealing itself at the corners of his mouth. 

“That’s good babe, that’s good you dream those happy dreams.” 



“No more nightmares today. Ok babe?” Carey whispers lovingly as she 
looks to Tobey smiling. 

As Carey enjoys the last remnants of the pain caused by the Crucifixes 
edges burying themselves into her flesh, she wonders what it would be like if 
her and Tobey where to just get out the next time her father stops, to just sneak 
away. 

What is the worst that could happen? 

Would he love her as she does him, or would he think that her love for 
him is just a stupid eighteen-year-old girls mistaken idea of love, some school 
girl crush? 

With that thought she clutches at the Crucifix again this time so hard 
that the skin begins to perforate as she cleanses her thoughts with pain. 

Maybe when Tobey wakes up, she will discuss it with him? It would be 
so wonderful to actually speak to him, to find out if he is all she pretends him to 
be. 

Perhaps she will be able to get him to see that even though she might be 
young chronologically, that her soul is old, that her feelings are far beyond her 
years. 

She squeezes the effigy of her savior tighter until the imprint of its form is 
almost branded into her flesh by nothing more than the pressure of her grasp 
alone 

Tobey will listen to her, she will be able to get him to see reason, then 
they can get out of this stupid mobile home. She will get him to see this trip is 
not for him, that this isn’t what’s meant to be, that fates change, no one is 
chosen. 

Carey looks out of the window for a moment as the world rushes on by, 
then back to Tobey. 

“What are your nightmares made of”, she asks him softly, “How could 
you have ever forgiven the order, or been expected to?” 

No reply comes from Tobey nor was one expected. 

For now, though Tobey’s fate remains unchanged, he simply lies 
sleeping... dreaming, a captive to his present as the world continues to move 
safely forward, for now. 
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The moon hangs unnaturally low in the night sky, bathing The Bonneville 
Salt Flats in a brilliant cascade of light. At the mid-way point between Tooele 
Utah and West Wendover Nevada a lone Highway Patrol prowler can be seen 
sitting. Pale blue smoke emanates from the cars exhaust as it sits idling. 

Officer Lawrence Pack sits vigil on the momentarily deserted stretch of I- 
80 , trying to stave off sleep brought about by the constant assault of boredom 
on this slow night. 

Suddenly lights appear in his mirror minute at first, but growing larger 
rapidly. Lawrence sits staring at the display upon his radar gun. 

The moment the vehicle comes into range the numbers boast the 
vehicles speed to be ninety-eight, well in excess of the speed limit. 

Officer Pack doesn’t begin to bother thinking about flipping on his lights, 
there is no one out and the guy isn’t going that fast. Why bother going out into 
the cold for a little fish. 

The numbers climb slowly higher ninety- nine, one hundred, One hundred 
and one, one hundred and two. “Ok now you got my interest.” He says to no 
one. 

As the lights draw closer, he is able to tell that they are the lights from a 
semi-truck. “Ok I tell you what since you’re just a working stiff like me I’ll let you 
go if those numbers don’t go any higher.” Lawrence says to the night. 

As if by magic the numbers hold steady at one hundred and two. 
Suddenly they jump to one hundred and ten. Then to an impossible one twenty- 
five. 

“What are you doing bub going for the land speed record? You should 
have done it on the salt, now I gotta do this... Goddamn it and it’s cold too.” 

Officer Pack waits for the truck to finish its approach once it is past, he 
hit’s the lights and begins to roll. 





https ://www .youtube .com/watch?v=OXLdxxJEB 80 


Hawthorne Vision sits contently listening to Tom Waits belt out “Sixteen 
shells from a thirty ought-six,” as he sits at his desk enjoying an end of the day 
bourbon and water. Every time Tom asks that magic question Hawthorne feels 
a twinge of excitement as he imagines who. The wonder and excitement of it all 
is almost too much for him. 

The telephone rings, he lets it go a time or two before begrudgingly 
raising his arm then leaning slightly to his left and turning the volume down on 
his hi-fi. Slowly he leans forward, then removes the receiver from its cradle and 
places it to his ear. 

“Hawthorne here, who is this?” He questions matter of factly. 

Suddenly he sits bolt upright as recognition of the voice smacks him 
squarely in the brain. “I see, I see, I see sir. Well then I will get right on it.” 

Hawthorne’s face takes on a pained expression as the inaudible voice 
on the line continues. “Yes sir... Yes sir, I can handle that. I know just the man.” 

Wil... pi... plea... Wil, ok, ok, I will take care of it. You know I am your man. 
Yes, yes, thank you, thank you sir. Ok, good-bye then.” 

Hawthorne breathes a sigh of relief as he replaces the phone to its rest. 
“It’s bad enough the big guy called, thank God it wasn’t the other one, he’s 
worse.” Hawthorne thinks to himself, “That damn thug Mick one day he’s going 
to go too far, and the big guy he isn’t going to be able to cover for him, or he 
isn’t going to want to then it‘s all over. That’s when all things will be equal, 
that’s when it will be just him and me. The things we do for God and country.” 

Hawthorne turns to his computer, he types in his password then a instant 
messaging address, finally his instructions. They are simple since he has 
already anticipated the current predicament, and the problem is already well 
within hand. 

His favorite man’s hand. He laughs to himself at the message he types to 
his unseen prophet,” Jesus this is what he has me tell these idiots to do. I 
wonder if they’ll actually comply?” 



Hawthorne hits send then settles back into his chair. “Well Tom I guess it’s 
just me and you again." Hawthorne says to no one as he reaches back over to 
his stereo turning the volume knob up to its former level once again, ’’Sixteen 
sHells,” has come and gone the album has begun again anew with, ’’Town with 
no cheer.” 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=5-GJpdDU7ps 

He finishes his drink as the song ends, and, “In the neighborhood,” 
begins. 

https ://w w w .youtube .com/watch?v=HLD A3GQp Y J4 

“I wonder,” he laments to himself,” do they really do exactly as they are 

told?” 




https ://www ■youtube.com/watch?v=4Y 5 GtaTrPHM 


Christmas is upon us once again, though I am not alone for the first time 
in years that memory, that feeling continues to haunt me. 

It strikes me as odd the importance that people put upon this day, to me 
it is only Thursday. 

I wonder do the pederast priests refrain from buggering their favorite 
altar boys on this their Lord’s birthday, or is it quite the opposite? 

Perhaps it is a day filled with communion wine and anal lube spent 
bending their favorite twelve-year-old over the alter fornicating at the Lord’s 
feet? 

I guess it is possible, you never know after all Christmas is little more 
than a birthday party and from what I have heard those holy men sure know 
how to throw a party. 

I’m not doing so bad this year for now the world is safe I have been set at 
ease at least for now, as we all know everything turns to shit. You never know a 
lot can change in a year maybe next year I will give the world a present. 

Maybe next year I will do something good for the environment by 
reducing the population a bit. 

I wish I had Aids I could go around today spreading the joy sharing the 
gift, and in turn so could those which I encounter. Wouldn’t that be grand, my 
penis a weapon killing randomly, without question or reason. 

I would buy some television time announcing the start of the Aids giving 
season. Hallmark could merchandise it with cards and slogans,” Aids the gift 
that keeps on giving and giving “, or “When you care enough to give a gift, give 
the gift of death that keeps on giving Aids. 

You know as I think about it what someone should do is slip the Priests a 
little Mickey of sorts. 

Get an Aids kid, you know like that Ryan White corpse, you get one and 
slip them into the molestation pool and you let them know you did it but not 
which one it is. 

Then they might think twice about what it is they are doing because it is 
one thing to be ass slamming little boys in Gods house, but quite another to 
know that you could be going to meet him soon if you pick a poison rectum to 
be poking around in. 



I don’t know I’ll just leave that one out there for you to think about if you 
really look at it though best-case scenario, no more butt banging. Worst case a 
few less Catholics, a little less hypocrisy. Anyway, it’s just a thought and you 
never know it could make the world a better place, if only for the asses of 
twelve-year-old altar boys. 

Hey one last thing a question for you, When Jesus said, “Suffer the 
children unto me.” do you think that is what he meant? 



It was one of those nights that even though you have turned on the lights 
nothing comes into view. 

Although you can make out every object in the room the detail of those 
things still seems to escape you. No matter how hard you try you just cannot 
seem to process the data your eyes are relaying to your brain. 

That is how it started. If I were to have known the events which were to 
follow, I do not think I would have moved one inch towards the path that was 
about to present itself to me. 

In my confusion I wasn’t even sure why I was awake at that moment, 
then it came again, not a knock or even a wrap but a banging. It was as if 
someone was trying to batter their way through my living room door. 

The blows where so tremendous and the pauses between so slight that I 
barely had the opportunity to notice my name being called out. 

“Bud, Bud, Bud wake up for Christ’s sake Bud are you awake?” 

“Bud wake up! Bud answer your Goddamn door Bud. Bud!” The voice 
called forth, though I did not immediately recognize it, there was a familiarity to 
it that I did notice. 

“Bud!” The voice beckoned again this time I recognized it. 

My God! I gasped, that is Mr. Lyle what must the matter be to bring him 
out at this hour of the night in such a state? I wondered. 

“Mr. Lyle” I called out in return.” 

“Mr. Lyle is that you?” 

At that moment the frantic rhythm of the pounding ceased, the voice 
returned my call with an answer. 

“Yes, yes it tis I Mr. Lyle, now please come hither open this door post 
haste Bud I have need of you.” 

“Bud art thou listening to thee?” 

“Harkin to thy words if they reach thy ears.” 

My confusion subsided into a panic slightly shaded with beguiled 
wonderment. 

“What could the matter be to bring Mr. Lyle to my abode at such an 
hour?” 

“ What horrific occurrence might have transpired?” 

“If ye hear me Mr. Lyle I beg of the to hold thy self for but one moment 
more.” 

“Dost, thou hear thee Mr. Lyle?” I call to him as I throw my feet into my 
slippers and punch my hands into the arms of my robe. 



“Yes! Yes, I do Bud, thanks be to God I hear thee.” 

I arrive at the foot of the stairs faster than I would have ever thought 
possible. I throw the bolt, then twist the lock on the knob. I do not have the 
opportunity to turn it or to offer a proper greeting. Mr. Lyle bursts through the 
threshold so quickly I barely have the time to back pedal in order to avoid being 
knocked from my feet. 

“Bud, Bud” he chants with the smile of the recently pardoned painting 
his face, giving form to his lips. “Bud, I have the most wonderful news. Bud are 
you listening?” 

"Bud?” He queries misreading the expression upon my face. 

“Yes, yes lam Mr. Lyle I truly am?” 

Hast thou imbibed a mite this fair eve I might wonder ?” 

“Me Heavens no. Bud, you know better than to ask that, thy lips never 
have nor ever shall part for either mash or fermented ale.” 

“Then hast thou been bewitched or beguiled by some form of mania for 
thee to be here at such an hour in such a state?” I ask him as I try to make sense of the 
twilights riddle. 

“No, no, and no Bud I assure you I am quite fine on this the brightest 
night neither influenced by necromancers will, nor unsound thought.” 

“Rather I am here to inform thee of the greatest of news on this morrow’s 
eve. I am also here to beseech of thee a favor, and if it be granted, I guarantee 
thee ye will be agreeing to an honor most high.” 

“My curiosity twinges, news of the first, right?” 

“ Honor of the highest order?” 

“ What could these matters be?“ 

“Alright Mr. Lyle you have thy attention. You have thy ear, speak thy 
words.” 

As he begins to speak his words my excitement builds. I do not lend clue 
to my current state of being, no rather I continue to appear reserved and 
detached. 

“It is a miracle Bud truly a miracle visited upon us by the good Lord 
himself, had my eyes not bore witness to it I never would have believed it 
myself.” 

Mr. Lyle pauses at that point perhaps to catch his breath, I know not. I do 
know this though at that moment my anticipation loses its bonds, reserved I 
can stand to be no more. “What is it man? What is it that you speak of, spit it 
out?” I bark at him. 

“I am sorry bud; I am truly sorry the air hath escaped me for a moment 
now that I have regained thy breath of life allowing thee to form words once 
again, I shall make thee privy. 

He is alive thanks be to God he is alive.” 



I can stand fast no longer. 

“Who man who is alive?” 

“The Captain!” He answers “The Captain!” 

“The Captain? Which Captain Mr. Lyle?” Then he speaks a name I had 
thought I would never hear in the present tense again. I was sure in my belief 
that his name would only bare utterance in the past tense forever more. Then 
there is was. 

“Captain-Harrington, Captain Harrington he is alive.” 

Upon receipt of his words my breath is stolen. How could this be I 
wonder?” 

“Are you sure?” I ask. I feel as if the words do not come from my own 
mind but rather from some far-off dream land where things like this are 
possible. 

My words do not hang mercifully in the air allowing me time for mental 
adjustment instead Mr. Lyle’s answer is quick. “Yes Bud, yes I am sure.” 

“Sure, as I am standing here sharing words with thee. Mine own eyes 
hath seen him. I hath been privy to not only his sight but his company.” 

“Is this possible?” I wonder. 

“How is this possible?” 

“It has been years, at least four. Where could he have been all of this 
time?” 

“Why no word until now?” 

I stifle back any further questions my mind’s eye finds necessity to pose. 

I force my composure to come hither at once before I ask aloud. “So, if 
my assumption is correct then that would be the good news of which ye spoke. 

With a sly smile slowly growing upon his face Mr. Lyle answers, “Aye it 

tis.” 

“So then,” I continue, “what would be this favor ye would ask of me?” 

My mind is alight with wonder as the words part my lips. There is 
something else there also, something I do not immediately recognize at the 
time a feeling of dread. 

Well Bud as I have said Captain Harrington hath returned to us. He hath 
returned to us in health better than any could dare hope. 

In all actuality and probability in better health than ye hast ever saw him 
Lowe he hath not returned unscathed though. He hath returned with a mark of 
sorts, a most distasteful and scandalous mark upon his name. 

“A mark... upon his name?” I find myself uttering without meaning to. 

“Yes, Bud a mark though I hath the greatest confidence within thee. Ye 
shall be quite capable of removing it.” 



“What form does this mark take Mr. Lyle?” I ask him hesitantly. 

“There is a slight question of procedure and blame to be addressed.” 
Says Mr. Lyle quite matter of factly. 

That is not what catches my attention though. What does catch my eye is 
that his shoulders slump slightly upon the last breath of his words. 

“There is another matter other than procedure and blame is there not Mr. 
Lyle,” I question further. 

Mr. Lyles eyes drop to the floor then in a low shamed voice he begins. 
“Yes... yes there is another matter, another charge, though it is so grotesque 
that it hardly bares mention.” 

“What is it?” I interrupt. 

“What is what Bud?” 

“What is the charge?” 

“Bud to cast such an aspersion on one’s character with such an ugly, 
obviously false charge. Why I could never!” 

By his reactions and this statement, I can see that there is far more to 
the situation at hand than what is currently being alluded to. 

I repeat my question again, this time with a slight bit of purposefully 
placed stern determination within my voice. “What, is, the, charge... Mr. Lyle?” 

“I, I, I just cannot Bud. Please Bud you must understand this is a delicate 
matter, it is better for you to hear the words from his lips rather than mine.” 

Now forcefully I demand. “Mr. Lyle, what is the charge? Answer me now 
or I shall bid thee good night and take thy leave of you.” 

Meagerly Mr. Lyle replies, “But Bud I cannot, I dare not utter the word.” 

“Speak now dam it man!” 

“ Speak now or be on your way! I bark at him.” 




https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Dgfsi9I7NHI 


There is a truth out there, though none of you seek it, you live selfish 
lives spawned by selfish little means. 

People once sought a greater truth, all any of you do is move about in 
search of a greater amount, a greater greed. 

I look down upon you and wonder, what is the purpose of your lives? 

You force yourselves through traffic endangering yourselves and others to 
arrive at a shopping mall, or some other meaningless destination at a greater 
rate of speed than your brethren. 

Do you truly have a purpose, a reason to exist, other than your own false 
sense of importance? 

I think not! 

There was a time whence one sought out a grander purpose for being, 
yours is nothing more nor less than a better bargain at Wal-Mart, a faster trip 
home. 

I disdain you. I disdain you all, the human race. You are nothing more nor 
less than a self-perpetuating cancer upon the world, and one’s self. 

Sincerely, 


“Xjfirist 




https ://w w w. youtube.com/watch?v=fIKS27NW zhk&t= 13s 


Joseph Fairtime sits in the cold cell that has been so graciously provided 
to him by the great state of Mississippi. He is constantly stalked, and assailed 
by the perfume of stale urine mixed with feces, provided to him as a 
complimentary gift at no extra charge from the state, as he was informed by his 
jailor prior to being assigned his current abode. 

If you were to ask Joseph how he ended up in such a place he would tell 
you that it was bad luck, he was framed. 

If you were to ask the authorities, they would tell you possession with 
intent to sell. 

Both would be right to one degree or another, you see there are always 
more details to the story than either side sees, or in most cases cares to. 

So now Joseph sits waiting. Though the accommodations may be harsh 
Joseph has called worse places home. 

He thinks back to a time not long ago when things were quite different 
from his present, when he was quite different from his current incarnation. 

The man he was most definitely is not the man he is now; one would be 
hard pressed to recognize him as the same person. 

Joseph would not have associated with a man of his current being. 

Joseph never would have imagined himself coming to this, though Joseph 
did have some idea of what love could do. Not just love in general but this 
particular love. 

The morning after Joseph met her, he realized the peril he was in during 
his drive home. 

He remembers dropping her off at her house as dawns light began to 
creep into the new morning. 

He remembers the look of the rising sun and the feel of it upon his skin 
as he drove across the bridge connecting Tarentum, Pennsylvania to its 
neighboring town of New Kensington. 

He smirks as he recalls realizing that his sole and body be damned as he 
reached the midway point of the bridge, that his fate was sealed though he did 
not care he had to have her. 



He knew what she was and the type of person she was, yet that did not 
matter to him. His road to ruin would be short, though a glorious one it would 
be. 

“This is crazy,” was his exact thought, “this girl is going to destroy you and 
you know it.” 

“Why in the Hell are you doing this?” 

“Because she is what you have always wanted, she is your second 
chance.” 

“You know what she is and what is going to happen so your ahead of the 
game, if your careful you will be ok.” 

“Are you going to be careful, can you be is the real question here?” 

“No,” is Joseph’s answer to himself, “no you aren’t going to be careful 
and you know it.” 

“You’re not a careful person or you wouldn’t even be thinking about this.” 

“You are dead and you know it. Jesus look at you, you’re not only happy 
about this fact but you are enjoying the prospect.” 

Joseph shakes his head as he looks to the floor of his cell pining to 
return to that happy moment when he committed suicide. 

“You knew and you did it anyway.” 

“You knew and now you’re sitting here wondering what happened and 
how you could have changed it.” 

“There was nothing you could have done dummy.” 

“Nothing could have changed this.” 

“So why are you sitting here heartbroken and surprised?” 

“I guess I thought she would change, that my love might have been able 
to illicit some form of magical alteration in her and that we could have been 
happy together.” 

“You’re a retard, you know that though.” 

“What I don’t get is you saw this coming, why are you surprised?” 

“I guess I thought it would last a little longer is all, it all just went so dam 
quick.” 

“Goddamn it, it just wasn’t long enough.” 

“Why couldn’t it have just lasted a little longer?” 

“I knew it was over, I knew it was always going to end, not just end, but 
end badly, I just wish it could have lasted just a little bit longer.” 

“I would give anything for just five more minutes.” 

“Wow dummy five more minutes, think of the damage she could do to 
you in five more minutes.” 



“You know what this goes far beyond love, this is something much more, 
something far stronger. It is retardation.” 

Joseph met the woman who turned out to be the bane of his existence at 
a time in his life when he needed something, she turned out to be just what he 
thought was lacking in his life. At twenty-nine he was convinced that his life was 
over, the misery that was his existence was all he would ever know. 

Day by day, moment by moment his life was bleeding away. 

Her youth and openness where what drew him to her, she was the polar 
opposite of his current companion. 

Usually life doesn’t give you what you want instead it gives you what you 
need. In this case he was given both simultaneously, though it wasn’t what was 
best for him and he knew it. 

Cyanide would have been a healthier choice. He knew that beforehand, 
yet it made no difference to him at the time, nor now. 

The fact that he finds himself trapped within a new Hell bothers him 
naught. All that matters to him is that she is gone. 

The fact that she is the reason for him being here doesn’t bother him 
either, it does nothing to quell his longing for her. 

His mind looks back to that fateful morn when he was crossing the bridge 
lamenting over her last name Scarletfield, how appropriate it was. He would 
have covered fields red with blood for her, all she need do was provide the 
whim. 

“What to do now, what to do now “, his only question? 

“What do you mean what to do now? You are retarded, either end your 
pathetic life, adjust to prison life, or find a way to escape.” 

“Escape, ‘yeah’ now there’s an idea. But escape to what, my life is over. 

Suicide now there's an answer. The problem is I can’t seem to figure out 
a way to do it.” 

“Yeah that is a problem, they seem to have thought of everything, I 
haven’t seen a way to pull that one off yet either.” 



Wraith sits in a small diner just outside of Mesquite, Nevada though his 
heart hangs a bit low he enjoys watching the aftermath of his handy work on 
the evening news; it quickly ends then is followed up by the rise in domestic 
suicide. The city is still burning after twelve hours; “It may not have been 
enough to break the deal, he thinks, but I’ll bet it got his attention.” 

Patrons come and go as Wraith sits planning his next move, he is obtuse 
towards the clatter of dishes and silverware, combined with the chatter of the 
people as they move about their day, all of whom have something to say, or to 
add about the event he has created within their lives. 

Wraith fights the urge to move on not to Vegas, he tells himself;” No not 
yet he will skirt that one for now, Reno is next. If the man is looking now, then 
Reno should get him fairly riled. One step at a time, one step at a time.” 

Wraith stands to leave as he begins to turn, he bumps into a large harsh 
man. Rather than the man accepting Wraiths apology then going on peacefully 
about his day he responds in a manner guaranteed to cause himself more 
harm than good. 

“Hey boy didn’t your momma ever teach you to watch where you’re 
going?” 

“I said I was sorry sir, and asked for your pardon.” 

“Yeah well maybe today that aint enough, did you ever think of that?” 
Responds the man. 

“Ok...ok then if that’s the way you want it sir then that’s the way you can 
have it.” 

The man only smiles then says,” I guess there’s a whole lot your mother 
never told you son. She should have told you that one da...” 

Wraith cuts him off,” How about we just get to the inevitable, what do you 
say?” The man looks at him frustrated, and confused. “Since you want to 
continue down this path, we might as well cut to the chase.” 

“What?”; says the man. 

Wraith smiles slightly then continues; “Instead of going through the 
motions only to reach the inevitable, why don’t we just cut to the chase?” 

“Ok.” Replies the man. 

“Good then let’s get to this, but since lamina good mood today, I am 
going to do something for you that I normally do not do. Ok?” 

“What?” 



Wraith tosses a knife down onto the table sitting to the left of him and the 
man. 

“Ok, I tell you what get to it before I do.” 

The man smiles then asks;” What?” 

“To hard for you I tell you what, I’ll turn around.” 

“Boy the man questions you don’t got any idea who your mess ‘in with do 

you?” 

“Now normally I would explain that to you, but today I'm in a giving sort 
of mood, besides you made me smile.” The man responds flatly. 

Without turning Wraith retorts, ’’You have no idea the trouble you have 
just bought upon yourself sir, now pick it up. 

“You know, sometimes I think I should have just taken the kid out back 
and shot him.” 

His mind questions, confused, “What?”, Is wraith’s response as he 
awaits movement none comes. 

“Loo “... is all Wraith is able to manage as he turns only to find the man 
is gone, along with his blade. “How is that possible?” Wraith wonders, 
confused. 

“How could he move without me sensing it, without me hearing?” 

“It isn’t possible, it just isn’t.” He answers himself. 

Then another peculiarity about this man and the current situation 
presents itself to him, “Why did that man with the dead eyes and the gravelly 
voice feel so dam familiar to him, almost like a memory?” 

None of this makes sense. 




“Where shall we begin mister Monroe?” A familiar voice questions from a 
darkened corner of the hospital room, where a frail old man lies in a bed. 

“Well I guess that would depend.” Answers the old man his voice is kind, 
like a summers breeze after a gentle rain. 

“Depend on what, Mr. Monroe?” The voice questions. 

Mr. Monroe smiles slightly then responds, “On where you want me to 

start.” 

There is a pause in the conversation as the slight clicks of a briefcase 
being opened can be heard. The grey sleeve of a jacket protrudes from the 
shadows then places a small tape recorder onto the bed tray, that hovers 
slightly over Mr. Monroe. 

The devices is placed next to the plastic urn of water, and a half full cup 
which contains life’s vital liquid. 

The hand attached to the arm pushes the button on top of the recorder. 
“Ok we’ll begin with your age then. How old are you mister Monroe?” 

The old man smiles wider then he answers, “That’s not an easy question 
to answer their son.” 

“Why is that?” The unseen man asks. 

Beginning to chuckle Mr. Monroe answers, “Well there’s an easy enough 
question to answer.” 

“So, will you?” 

With his voice full of good humor Mr. Monroe answers, “I wish I could, 
what I meant was, it would be easy enough, for the person that knows the 
answer to tell you.” 

The unseen man can be heard exhaling then he asks, “Are you saying 
that you don’t know the answer mister Monroe?” 

“That would be exactly what I am saying there son.” The old man 
snickers. 

The man in the corner takes a breath, “Why is that mister Monroe?” 

Mr. Monroe ‘s voice lowers a bit, “How do I know son?” 

“It’s just one of those things, life’s full of em.” 

“Don’t you find it odd that you have no idea how old you are?” The 
monotone questions from the dark. 



Mr. Monroe’s voice returns to its previous pleasant timber as he says, “I 
didn’t say that son, I have an idea, I’m just not exactly sure is all I am saying.” 

The voice from the corner doesn’t change in pitch nor tone, it remains as 
even and cold as November, “Can you give me an estimate?” 

Mr. Monroe skips a beat then responds, “You wouldn’t believe it if I did.” 

“Why do you say that?” Questions the shadow. 

Hesitantly Mr. Monroe answers, slowly at first, “Well... because by my 
best estimate, my best guess would be that I am well over one hundred and 
fifty years old.” 

“Is that so?” Queries the shadow. 

“Yes, it is.” 

“So, by what means do you make this judgment.” 

“I was born before the great war; I remember how the world once was 
before the change.” 

“You do know that is impossible, don’t you mister Monroe?” 

“I told you, that you wouldn’t believe me.” 

“I didn’t say, that I simply asked you do you know that is impossible.” 

“Well I guess I’m living proof that, that isn’t true.” 

“Which is why I am here. So where would you like to begin?” 

“There once was a wonderful idea, it started long before I was born, that 
idea was The United States of America. You see a few likeminded men got 
together, and created the most perfect government there ever was.” 

“What made it so perfect, Mr. Monroe?” 

“The country, the government never really was, you see.” 

“Now don’t get me wrong it was better than anything else that came 
down the pike, but it in and of itself wasn’t perfect. The idea was though, yeah, 
the idea it was like a harmonic overtone in Gods beautiful symphony then there 
was that document they created. 

It was the most wonderful collection of words ever set to parchment. That 
was... until.” 

“Until what mister Monroe?” The voice questions with a hint of interest 

“Until they started to meddle with it, then it became exactly what I just 
described it as.” 

“A collection of words?” 

“Yep just that, it didn’t mean nothing anymore once they started 
changing it. 

“Why did they do that mister Monroe?” 

“Well the forefathers...” 

“The forefathers? “ 



“That’s what they was called, the men that created what was once the 
most perfect nation, and that document was intended to make sure that it 
stayed that way. 

In order to do so they made sure to leave a bit of wiggle room, you know 
in case there was something they forgot, a freedom or two they accidentally left 
out, a protection they might have overlooked.” 

“I’m not sure what you mean?” 

“They left a way, so that these things called amendments could be made, 
to make things better, to expand freedom. That isn’t what they used them for 
though.” 

“Well at first they did then it changed.” 

“Why do you think that was Mr. Monroe?” 

“Well the road to Hell’s paved with good intentions I guess, is why. What I 
never did get was, why people always have to go tinkering with things that 
aren’t broken?” 

“I would guess they were trying to make it better.” 

“Well they didn’t do that son; they did the opposite. 

The forefathers created this place to free themselves, to free everyone 
that wished to be free from tyranny, from oppression but then the others, the 
ones that came after them started to distort that wonderful work into the very 
thing they were trying to protect their descendants from. 

They destroyed it sir, they destroyed it.” 

“How did they do that?” 

“I’m not sure I get what you mean.” 

“They removed freedom of choice, in order to protect us from ourselves 
at first, that is what they did.” 

“Actually, actually if you look at it really, really closely they did worse they 
bastardized it into the mockery that allowed the darkness to befall us all.” 

“From what I know of the time before the war this fabled place was 
supposed to have been a democracy?” 

“By the time they were done with it the name was all that was left.” 

“There was no more democracy son only the appearance there of.” 

“Sure, you could vote but what did that matter once they were elected all 
of them promises they made went out of the window, an they did exactly as 
they pleased, until he came along.” 

“Why do you suppose that was” 

“The answer is a simple one son, and a sad one. It was to feed their own 
pockets.” 

“How did they do that?” 



“The congressmen, and the senators were allowed to own stocks, and 
invest in companies, so they would vote for legislation that allowed them to 
further their own financial interests rather than that of the people.” 

“Why would you vote for something that is going to ruin you monetarily”? 

“I guess you wouldn’t.” 

“Hell, no you wouldn’t boy. 

Hell, no you wouldn’t?” 

“How did they get these things passed then?” 

“Under the guise of social reform, the environment, health things like 
that. Then you had your silent majority they wouldn’t say a dam word, always 
buried their heads figuring that the worst would never come to pass.” 

“Why didn’t anyone speak up?” 

“They was afraid to. The special rights groups, or interest I can’t recall, 
they took a lesson from the fascists, and the communists.” 

“They would basically crucify people for speaking out against them.” 

“Why they would label them as racist’s, alarmists, stupid, or just plain old 
crazy, an if all of that failed then they would just say they were afraid of the 
truth, or they didn’t understand.” 

“And this worked?” The voice asks with unmistakable interest. 

“Like a charm, like a charm.” 

“And still the people did nothing ?” asks the voice. 

“They didn’t do a damn thing; they just took it. Hell, it got to the point that 
the government was controlling the thermostat in their homes. Then the 
government started making life and death decisions when it came to health 
based on cost effective analyses, rather than human compassion.” 

“The almighty dollar was worth more than human life.” 

“And they got away with this?” 

“For a time, for a time, that was until the sleeping masses began to 
wake up, and realize that they had gutted the constitution.” 

“They had taken away their right to life.” 

“You see the forefathers thought that one was so important that they put 
it in to their document, The right to life, liberty, and the pursuit of happiness. 
The government took that away.” 

“Are you saying they were killing people?” 



“No not directly for the most part, but there were some direct killings 
assisted suicides pacification of the protesters, and they were allowing them to 
die if their quality of life didn’t meet certain financial standards, if their worth 
was thought to be lacking, things like that.” 



f7- 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Pk6cDb-An6I 

It is hours later and the cruel tendrils of pain have begun to recede 
slightly from Henry’s recently abused crotch. 

Confused and hurt by his beloved’s unprovoked attack Henry laments 
his current incarnation of Hell, as the source of his torment slash reason for 
being enters the room. 

“Are you alright baby?” Jasmine questions. 

There is a certain sultriness to her syllables that causes Henry’s aching 
member to engorge itself lustfully no matter the price set by the pain. 

There is no denying she is sex personified. 

“What do you think?” Is Henry’s beleaguered retort. 

“Oh, come on I didn’t hit you that hard, actually sugar I didn’t really even 
hit you. It was more like a tap, quit being such a baby.” 

Henry winces at her words compared to the way she tapped him a place 
kicker only slightly tips the ball. 

Before Henry has the chance to raise objection toward Jasmines 
statement, she saunters’ slowly across the living room to the window facing the 
next-door neighbor’s house. 

She pauses briefly before slightly parting the curtains so that she may 
peek through the slight opening. 

“What are you doing over there?” Jasmine says in a low voice to herself. 

Henry bows his head in defeat, all is surely lost and he knows it. He is 
losing her to whatever insanity has seen fit to possess her. 

How could he ever hope to overcome her derangement, if she can’t 
recognize it herself? 

She is not only allowing herself to be completely consumed by it, but in 
some odd way she seems to revel within the unrecognized demon plaguing her 
sole. 

“Why are your curtains always closed? You never open the windows, it 
isn’t natural.” Jasmine continues on to no one. 

Beleaguered Henry sits quietly listening to Jasmine prattle on. “It’s kind 
of like watching a train wreck.” Henry muses to himself. 



jtfS. 

On times more often than not I ask myself what is this life for, what is it 
worth? 

No answer comes unto me. 

No reason springs forth. 

If there were any sense to be made by me or of my existence it is this, “I 
would end this incarnation before any further pain finds its way to present 
itself.” 

I am left to rot within this void adrift. 



https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=db5tT- 

XaAgY&list=PL6ogdCG3tAWhTE5IuBVERMvR3bXdllHoy&index=12 


A day has passed possibly more since last little Tommy has stood at the 
forest’s fringes; in this world sometimes the passage of time is at best 
confusing. Perhaps one could even say that rather than measuring it in 
minutes, it should be measured by decay. 

Tommy makes his way from the backdoor of his house to the edge of the 
woods stealing momentary glances over his shoulders assuring himself that 
mother or fathers prying eyes are not upon him. 

Once Tommy’s pilgrimage is at an end he begins calling out into the rot, 
“Jabbers, Jabbers, Jabbers are you there?” his calls are met with stony silence. 

“Jabbers, Jabbers, Jabbers are you there?” Disheartened Tommy starts 
to turn, about to leave when his call is answered. 

“Yes, Tommy I be here!” 

“Of course, I be here. Didn’t I tell you that? 

“Where else you think I ‘d be?” 

“Jabbers I thought... well I thought.” 

“You thought what Tommy you thought I leave you no ways Tommy we’se 
friends an I folds you dat, we is friends.” 

“I’m sorry Jabbers, it’s just you didn’t answer right away, so I didn’t 
know.” 

“Nothing to be a fearing my boy I’se here.” 

Where’s here Jabbers I can’t see you?” 

Yellow eyes appear from the deep shadows secreted by the dense 
underbrush. Tse be right here Tommy, rights here.” 

Then suddenly Jabbers voice takes on a dark, purposeful tone, “I be right 
here Tommy, I be right here, for you. Always right here for you... only for you.” 

Possibly sensing harsh intent emanating from Jabbers Tommy’s smile 
fades from his face, he takes a step back. 

“Hey Tommy where youse be going already?” Jabbers questions gleefully. 

“I though we was going to talk some more, maybe play a few games.” 

Tommy stops dead in his tracks his smile returning he quickly dives to his 
knees at the edge of the tangle. He begins to whisper to Jabbers “I did it, I did 
it, I did just like you said.” 




“I went down stairs last night and unlocked the cellar window. Then this 
morning I pretended to leave for school, but I didn’t go I snuck back home just 
like you told me and through the window.” 

“I waited in the cellar real quiet like you said and listened for voices. 
Tommy’s voice begins to grow louder with excitement as he continues his tale. 
Then you know what Jabbers?” 

“Do you know what?” 

“No what tell me Tommy, tell me, go on boy you tell Jabbers.” 

“After a while I heard them just like you said I would, I heard them, I 
didn’t understand what they was saying though. I guess they was challenging 
each other or whatever, I’m not quite sure how it works.” 

Jabbers giggles slightly at Tommy’s quandary then he questions, “So den 
what Tommy, so den what? 

“Well I did just like you said and I waited a bit, like five or ten minutes just 
like you said, I did everything just like you said. After I was done waiting, I snuck 
upstairs real quiet and slow, I didn’t make a sound. 

“Den what Tommy, den what?” Jabbers questions excitedly. 

“Then I stood there listening by the door, and you were right, they, 
started wrestling. I could hear them making sounds just like you said and I 
could hear something banging around.” 

“You see! You see, I tolds you, I tolds youse. What else did you hear 
Tommy my boy ?” Jabbers crows excitedly. 

Tommy thinks for a moment then his eyes light up as he exclaims,” I think 
Mommy was losing because she started to moan like you said, but then she 
called mister Ronin a bad name and I could hear her slapping him.” Tommy 
pauses for a moment obviously perplexed. 

Jabbers asks “What is it Tommy boy, what is it?” 

Slowly Tommy begins to answer, “I don’t know... I’m not sure they was 
wrestling though, because when I heard her hitting him, he kept saying, don’t 
stop, don’t stop. Then Mommy would call him bad names, and he would ask for 
more.” 

Jabbers smiles an unseen smile. “Well Tommy that’s jus da way grown 
folks wrestle. I got some things else I’se want’s youse to do now, an dis gon be 
fun. I’se promise you. 



https ://www .youtube .com/watch?v=tXhmwMdUKfA 


Angelica Light makes her journey from the dark abyss of the little death, 
one missed breath from its larger cousin whom always looms stalking our every 
movement, not far away, awaiting that one special moment where it may step 
forth to snatch us away. 

Slowly she emerges from beneath its rueful coverlet. The initial sensation 
her carcass alerts her to is the cold. 

The second is that the anterior portion of her body is resting upon 
something that emanates an almost numbing temperature variance. It is also 
quite hard, though not coarse like stone, it is slick like steel. 

She tries to gently stir at first in order to adjust to a more desirable 
position, not realizing her location, or peril. Then she forcefully attempts to roll 
in search of whatever meager comfort she may be able to find as the little 
death loses its grip upon her. It is at this point her mind allows half slumbered 
knowledge to seep into her growing conciseness. 

She is bound. 

The completion of her journey from deaths boundary is short yet brutal, 
like being shoved impossibly hard from the black void of the birth canal into the 
harsh unprotected world of painful disappointment. As her eyes begin to adjust 
to the stark light filling the room they are engorged with terror. 

A myriad of questions presents themselves to her, low the answers 
abstain. 

There is precious little detail within the room to lend clue to her 
quandaries. She is alone and frigid, it is damp. Next to her is what may be a 
tray, it is covered with a white linen cloth. The tray is supported by means of a 
chrome plated metal rod connected to four feet with casters at the end of each. 
She recognizes the object, with an ever-blossoming horror it is a surgical tray. 
“Please God,” she begs within her mind, “please let this be a nightmare, 
please.” 

Her breathing quickens as panic begins to set in. her slight shivers 
transform into small tremors heading towards shakes soon to culminate in the 
full-blown convulsions of shock, harkened forth by the knowledge of one’s own 
inevitable mortality. 

A sickness begins to grow within her stomach as her body begins to 
numb itself due to unimagined fright. 



At fears crescendo her bladder loses itself allowing liquid filth to flow 
warm, and freely from her shame. 

Angelica fights to stay afloat amid her sea of desperation. Her first battle 
fought is the stifling of an unabashed scream. Instead all that escapes her is a 
whimper as her body flexes, and contorts unwilling in a futile contest against 
her bonds. 

Angelica knows there is a far greater war ahead of her than one so paltry 
against a random emanation of sound set forth from within. 

Yet rightfully so given her current circumstance, to have allowed it would 
have been an error of instinct; the path it would have led down is one of 
defenseless madness. 

Her small triumph gifts her miniscule hope. Her only chance is to remain 
in possession of her wits; they are her only defense against whatever Hellish 
entity may have brought her to this unwanted country. Angelica grasps her 
situation with the knowledge of the condemned. 

Though a deserved scream it could only serve to signify a solitary symbol, 
that of blind terror, her mind to mush, all hope forgone, alas death her final 
liaison come to call. 

Angelica twists and contorts her body trying to attain a better grasp of 
her environment. The effort proves to be futile; she has been restrained well, 
there is little forgiveness to her bonds. 

Suddenly her mind ascertains the fact that her flesh is bare. The 
situation is worse than she had previously surmised, this isn’t a situation only 
of captivity it may also be one of sexual torture, and rape. 

With this knowledge, her minds fragile ties to coherent thought begin to 
stress against their moorings to the world of rational thought once again, 
threatening to tear loose setting her adrift in the violent sea of insanity. 

She struggles against natural urges once again victoriously. With yet 
another triumph under her nonexistent belt she begins to elude the panic 
which constantly attempts to overtake her mind. Emotion now would lead down 
its usual path to Hell, November stalks and of this she is quite sure once it 
arrives December is not far behind. 

She begins to look about, at first slowly, then as panic begins to threaten 
its return and her movements become wild, holding her head aloft upon her 
chin, feeling its flesh grinding into the steel of the table. 

Glances are stolen from restraint to restraint, wall to wall to wall, the 
ceiling remaining hidden from view due to her position. Just as glorious terror 
begins its caress, she starts to reel herself back in from insanity’s cliffs. 




“Keep it together girl, keep it together. You can work this you know you 
can. It’s got to be a man that has done this, and you’re not much of a woman if 
you can’t work a man.” 

“You can work this ", she tells herself over and over until her breathing 
begins to steady once it does, she lies silent and still for what seems near to an 
eternity. 

Angelica lies unmoving for hours, as she does hundreds perhaps 
thousands of scenarios for taking control of her current situation once her 
captor presents himself, are pondered then either expounded upon or 
dismissed, until one terrifying thought rises up threatening to snatch her sanity 
from her,” What if this is it? 

“What if she was just left here to die?” 

“No, then why bother with any of this?” 

“Why strip her and leave her strapped face down to a table?” 

“No, there has to be more. He could be watching on a camera that is 
somewhere in the room.” 

“Maybe that is what he likes.” 

“Maybe he just likes watching people slowly die from dehydration?” 

“Yes dehydration, that is what would get you, not starvation she thinks. 
Which would be worse?” She begins to wonder in fear. “Oh my God which 
would be worse?” 

“God, no this could be it after all.” Her mind begins to scream. 

“If it is then you don’t stand a chance there won’t be anyone to 
manipulate, no situation to control.” 

“What then, what then?” 

“Then you die.” Her mind answers back with all the mercy of November‘s 
blackened lust.” 

The answer is almost all that she can stand, her break is interrupted as 
reason steps forth making its voice heard. “You may be right though; I doubt 
that you are.” 

“Look, look to your left. Why would that tray be there if you were only here 
to be left to die from dehydration?” 

“Your right, your right.” She answers aloud. 

Another thought comes to her as she answers herself. “But what if that is 
there for after?” 

“No!” reason replies.” 

“No, it is not for after. That is not why it is here. It’s here because he 
wants me to see. It isn’t it?” 

“Now you’re getting it my dear.” 




Reason steps forth again, “Well if that’s true, and I suppose it is, then 
you must ask yourself why he has placed it there.” 

Angelica winces at her own question, then a new bounty of Hellish 
reason assails her. The questions no longer pose themselves to her, answers 
are all that come forth beckoning her unto the shores of madness. 

“Those are his tools.” 

“They are what he is going to kill you with, he wants you to dread what is 
underneath the cloth.” 

“He wants you to lie here staring at it.” 

“He wants you to be tortured by what may lie beneath.” 

“You do not need to know exactly what is under the cloth all you need 
know is whatever is there its use, and purpose is a simple one, it is to, take you 
apart.” 

Angelicas answer is a maddening one, she feels her grasp begin to strain 
once again. 

“Pull it together girl,” she commands herself. 

At the moment her panic closes in upon Hells chorus, “Even if you 
scream, he has prepared for that, he probably wants that. No one will hear 
you not even God, and you know that because if he were paying attention you 
wouldn’t be here. 

Even if there was a chance of him saving you God isn’t listening to you 
now or he would have saved you prior waking, you stupid bitch.” 

There is the sound of a key hitting a lock. Her breath stops for a moment, 
as fear grips Judith anew, “Heaven is hung in black!” Her mind screams. 

The sound is soon followed by the terror of heavy metal hinges straining 
against a large door, it is the sound of Armageddon come hither. 

There are footsteps, purposeful, light and slow, not heavy and hurried. 
She lies still as the dead, a gentle voice calls forth,” I know you are awake; he 
will like that. Fear naught my dear, your death is not soon at hand, though you 
shall not live to see another day. Your time won’t come quickly, he likes to 
play... ‘We,’ still have a long, long way to go.” 


5 ?- 

Moonlight glints upon small pebbles and bits of debris as they spring 
forth into the air, driven by an almost unnoticeable force from the roadway they 
rest upon. 

One of the small orbs of chromium blood travels along one of the 
concrete serpents that traverse the country allowing meaningless people to 
easily move about from location to meaningless destination attempting to quell 
life’s pain, or to lend some form of meaning to their worthless little lives. 

The highway was created with good intent to aid travelers, so that they 
might freely and easily move about with avid purpose. Tonight, the road finally 
fulfills its intention. 

It aids the tiny seeker as it travels at incredible speed north to south, 
east to west always moving searching for its target. 

The orb reaches an intersection, it comes to an abrupt stop. There is no 
gradual slowing it just stops. 

It sits there for a moment slowly spinning as if waiting for direction from 
an unseen master, the darkened world reflecting off of its dark red surface. 

It does not lurch one way nor the other, it simply explodes forth to the 
east gone from sight in an instant, the reason for its existence realized, its 
unseen target found, locked onto. 

With unknown logic it moves from road to road, dirt to concrete to asphalt 
back to concrete, town to desert, to prairie, to hamlet, city to city and so on 
again. 

Its speed increasing as it does. The small bits of highway refuse no 
longer being harmlessly ejected from the orbs path, rather they are turned into 
ravaging shrapnel traveling forth in murderous trajectories damaging, 
mutilating, maiming, killing whatever has the misfortune to lie in their path. 

The small trail of dust marking its path turned to a noticeable rooster tail 
left momentarily to mark its wake minutely scaring the byways surface. 

The orb itself no longer makes slight adjustments, nor does it allow for 
even the most minuscule of deviations in its course, it sallies forth in deadly 
flight. Punching a hole into whatever Animal matter, machine, or textile lay 
before it, then exploding back unto its hardened path. 




52 . 


The muddied day turns to night as Sebastian’s journey comes to an end. 
The sky is not emblazoned with a million points of light. The moon does not 
shine full lending precious light to our traveler. 

There is only the sickly pale-yellow luminescence of the singular light 
emanating from the cabins window, allowing him to bear witness to the thick 
mist cascading about the cabin’s property. 

It is reminiscent of the darkness from the carnival in its movements. 

There is no breeze so it moves upon its own volition, its direction and 
purpose being of its own accord. It hangs low to the ground in the places that it 
is thickest. 

It slithers and curls snaking about low to the ground. Where it comes into 
contact with the cabin small slender tentacles seem to form licking at its walls, 
traveling slowly a few feet above the main body of the mist before plummeting 
back down once again being absorbed into this odd creature, each time one 
does a slight wisp is expelled being the only momentary evidence of its short 
existence. 

Sebastian stops about twenty paces or so from the lurid abode’s porch. 
He does not hesitate from fear, nor due to thoughts seconded, rather it is to 
enjoy the satisfaction of a long journey well-traveled. 

Sebastian stands motionless beholding his destination held fast 
within his harrowed eyes. He feels the slight twinges of his days toil poking 
about within the musculature of his young legs. He 

enjoys the blossoming ache taking hold somewhere deep within his thighs and 
calves making itself to home hidden somewhere between their fibers. It is the 
ache of a man having completed a journey into destiny, this he knows. 

The constantly increasing sound of the creature’s footsteps as they follow 
him along the path from within the forest give way to the growing sounds of 
harsh chatter combined with hisses caused by jealous dismay. 

Sebastian knows that the creatures lurking collective rage has increased 
beyond a measurable fold. 

He could feel it growing with each step he took. The closer he got to his 
destination the less they bothered to secret their presence from him. 

Over the past hour it became glaringly apparent that they had set about 
the task of doing the polar opposite. It seemed as if they had begun to 
broadcast their accompaniment, their whispers to audible, the few miniscule 
random snaps of a twig giving way to purposeful cracks. 



Sebastian saw these acts for what they were, the only recourse these 
creatures had against their rueful invader, their longed-for meal. 

This is all he or the forest would allow them. It was not without purpose, 
otherwise he was quite sure that this would not have been afforded unto them 
either. 

He and the forest where testing him once again, they wanted to see if 
this behavior would cause him some form of bother. 

Armed with this knowledge Sabatini’s surety grew as did their 
indiscernible words murmuring indecipherable curses assuredly filled with hate 
towards our young Sebastian. 

The constant labor of lusting breath. 

Enraged growls and barks as Hells children commune with one another 
as per this blight upon their world. 

Though their volume increased, their proximity decreased. No longer 
where the creatures maintaining a wide birth somewhere far from the path’s 
periphery, they were hazarding less than an arms breadth from him at times, 
not only making know their excursion audibly, they were now allowing fleeting 
glimpses of fragmentary bits of their anatomy. 

Yet no overt action of hostility was ever vested upon him. Hence his 
confidence expanded within the fact that what he believed to be true, truly was. 

His observer’s confidence in The Riders choice must surely be growing in 
kind, otherwise he would not have survived to this extent. 

“Run boy!” 

“Turn and run, run for your pathetic life, Hell awaits you beyond that 

door.” 

“Your death will be repeated in perpetuity until he is satisfied that your 
suffering will amuse him, then you will truly meet suffering without end.” 

The words are whispered to him in a hiss from somewhere yet nowhere. 
Sebastian pays them no heed. 

He walks to the paths edge now completely safe within the fact that his 
thoughts towards these creatures are correct, and duly founded; they can do 
him no harm. 

An arrogance grows within Sebastian. He ventures to the paths edge, 
then after a brief moment pause, he leans his head over the forests protective 
boundary into the unguarded territory of deaths waiting minions then softly 
states,” Me thinks not scum.” 



“Me thinks that if thee where to so much as rustle a hair upon my head 
that thee would suffer a fate far worse than your pathetic little minds might 
conceive to threaten me with.” 

His words spent Sebastian slowly begins to smile before standing erect 
once again. There are no sounds made by the slighted, they know his words to 
be true. 

“I do believe that by morrows dawn ye all shall be cast lower still, 
somewhere far beneath my feet, I would hazard.” 

“You one and all will be bound into servitude unto me, so suffer not your 
spite unto me anymore lest I gift upon thee thy most egregious retribution for 
unkind thoughts towards me after thy mantle hath been received.” 

“Bastard!” The word is shouted at Sebastian with an unholy rage, the 
kind no man could ever be capable of. 

It is the rage of the fallen. The rage that can only be created by a being 
reborn of fire after having known the love contained within his gaze. 

Sebastian smiles larger still,” OH yes... oh yes and then some. “Fear,“ not 
creature I shall soon know thy name. Once it tis upon thy tongue, I shall call 
thee forth so that I might make an example of thee for the benefit of thy 
brethren, lest they shall ever be wholly presumptuous enough to call out unto 
me before I hath spoken down to them.” 

Sebastian turns abruptly, then with new purpose he strides heartily to the 
cabin’s porch. He skips over the two small stairs leading to its landing, which 
are nothing more than rotting planks. He stops just short of the door then 
raises his hand. As he about to knock... 



https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=3 eROIVSOhY 


Jo, Jo sits upon a stool in front of his tapestry proclamating him to be, 
“The dog faced boy." 

He sits still as the dead lie; he watches a young boy pass by his space 
within the tent. The boy is followed closely by the darkness. 

Jo, Jo has learned to fear the darkness, though he has never bore 
witness to any overt action of aggression from the strange being, there is still 
something about it. 

“Why is it here?” 

“What is its purpose?” He wonders. 

He has contained within his knowledge this one small bit of information, 
if the darkness is following the boy then the boy is meant for him. 

“What is it about the few people that venture into his layer, that he finds 
of use?” Jo, Jo wonders. 

“What is it that they could possibly want, that would cause them to make 
company with one such as him?” 

Jo, Jo suddenly stops in mid thought. He fears The Rider to the point that 
he worries his own thoughts may betray him. 

The lights in the tent rise slightly, then dim several times signifying the 
end of the day. 

Jo, Jo rises from his perch, he makes his way out of the tent along with 
the other human miseries. 

Upon his exit something strikes him hard in the face he reaches for the 
assailed area as he turns towards the direction of the offence, he sees two 
small boys running away as they giggle. 

“Ha, ha, ha, I guess we have critics.” The Barker calls out to Jo, Jo “So 
what was it this time?” He asks as he as he makes his way over to Jo, Jo and 
clamps an arm around his shoulder. 

Jo, Jo looks to the ground first then he scrapes the matter from his face, 
after a moments examination he responds,” Looks like elephant dung.” 

The Barker giggles, “Ah it could have been worse.” 

“How’s that?” Asks Jo, Jo. 

“I don’t know, I don’t know my boy, it’s an expression, a figure of speech. 
I was trying to console you.” The Barker says disinterested. “Anyhow these 
children aint got no behavior now days.” 



“No, no they don’t.” Answers Jo, Jo. 

“Ah then again maybe they was trying to tell you something.” Adds The 
Barker gleefully. 

“Oh yeah, what’s that?” Asks Jo, Jo. 

The Barker pulls Jo, Jo closer as he makes a lackadaisical gesture 
around Jo, Jo’s face with his free hand then he says, “I don’t know...maybe 
something about your face.” 

“You may want to keep that in mind though this seems to happen to you 
a lot. Like I said, critics.” 

Sorrowfully Jo, Jo responds, “Yeah I know what you mean I got a couple 
of them at home.” 

“Well aren’t they all,” responds The Barker as he releases his grasp on 
Jo, Jo and goes his separate way. 

“I can hardly believe you found someone desperate enough to lay with 
you at all, I wonder if he breeds in litters.” He finishes quietly. 

“What, I didn’t hear you, what was that?” Jo, Jo asks. 

“I said I can hardly believe they have parents at all,” The Barker lies, 
then adds,” have a good eve and a better morrow Jo, Jo, I bid thee good night 
and ado.” 

“And a goodnight to you too my friend.” Jo, Jo calls back. 

“Then there you have it, and hopefully we shall.” The Barker finishes as 
he disappears into the dark spaces between the tents. 



https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=KQrXKiSy8ZY 


The summer swelter seems to hang a bit thicker in the New 
Orleans night, as Mason Dupree sits in a room inside The Masson De Pu just 
off of Canal. He adjusts then readjusts the black vinyl glove worn upon his left 
hand, as he sits on the edge of the bed. 

He enjoys the snug feel of the glove as it hugs his flesh, almost like a 
second skin. He admires the sleek appearance it lends to his appendage. To 
him it looks like power, it looks like business. 

There is a laptop sitting next to him from time to time his attentions turn 
from the glove to the computer as he bares the screen momentary glimpses. 

He takes a long impatient drag from the cigarette he is holding between 
his fore and middle fingers of his left hand then returns it to its perch on his 
left leg which is crossed over his right then tugs once again at the pinky 
marveling at the way it instantaneously recommits itself to the exact form of his 
digit. 

Mason is not the type of man that has ever been unsure of himself or his 
direction in life. Mason has never lost his way he has just never found it. 

Mason sits taking pause his body experiencing the night electric. 
Something may be upon the cusp of becoming tonight, he is sure. 

He listens as the animals of Christ cry out to him from their wooden 
crates placed upon corners edge far below. “Repent and ye shall be saved!” 

“Compared to him what could anyone ever do to be condemned?” He 
questions to himself smirking. 

The slight sound of an incoming message emanates forth from the silicone 
messenger. Mason slowly looks up from his study then slightly to his right. The 
words upon the screen are few and simple. “Become thy messenger. Speak thy 
word.” 

Mason takes a final drag from his smoke, then looks at the burning 
ember thoughtfully before dropping it onto the floor then speaking to an 
unseen occupant within the room. 

” Well my friend I guess as the man says parting is such sweet sorrow.” 
Mason stands as he does, he removes a Bowie knife from the place it was held 
secret underneath his jacket. 

“Don’t worry I’ll spare you my guys speech, I got things I would rather be 
doing. An how would he know whether I did it or not anyway, it aint like you 
going to be doing no talking anymore.” 



Muffled words mixed with panicked screams can be heard from 
somewhere out of sight upon the floor as he steps forward and begins to lean 
down. 

“Shh, shh, shh don’t move so much... try to stay still. That way I can make 
it clean an it won’t hurt so much.” 



https://www.youtube.com/watch?v= lb09LN-XM 


Antoine Fix looks over the implements of his trade checking and 
rechecking each of his tools laying upon the Murphy bed in his cramped hotel 
room. 

He is in a small Kansas town just east of Pratt, the towns name is 
Cunningham. Antoine doesn’t get to pick the places his work takes him to but if 
he did this place certainly would not have made the short list nor would it have 
likely appeared on any other at all. 

Unknown to Antoine, just outside of his third-floor window in the dark, the 
shape of a man can barely be discerned his outline barely evident. He just 
stands there looking up at the window, watching it. 

Another man walks out from the alleyway between the feed store and the 
hotel, he climbs the stairs to the loading dock of the feed store. 

There are two levels one higher than the other, the lower is for wagons 
and pickup trucks, the higher is for larger semis to back their trailers up to for 
loading or unloading, it is also the closest to the hotel. 

The man ascends the stairway to the higher of the two docks once there 
he stops, then turns and begins to stare at the side of the hotel, looking up to 
where Antoine’s room is. 

Inside of the room Antoine continues his toils, he checks, he rechecks 
the as of yet to be seen tools, as if his life depends on them, and in fact it does. 
Antoine takes solace in that fact, and as a point of pride he always reveled 
within. For him there is no greater joy, nor accomplishment, than to be the last 
man standing. 

Meanwhile outside of the building and only a few short feet below, 
another man makes his way up the covered wooden walkway across the street 
past the general store stopping in front of a now darkened bar. 

Its larger inner doors closed and locked behind the swinging doors one 
normally passes through during its business hours. The man stops in front of 
these doors and turns towards the hotel, instead of doing as the other two 
before him he begins to stare at the front door of the hotel. 



It is a green wooden door with a window centered and framed within its 
upper half. The window is frosted with an ornate engraving resembling lace. To 
the left of the door is a large window in the center of the window there is one 
large word painted upon it “Hotel”. 

Another man can be seen walking he stops in front of the window and 
begins staring directly at it from only inches away. 

Antoine lifts one of his secreted possessions from its resting place upon 
the bed as he does, he speaks to it in a gentle voice, much like one would 
speak to a young child. “Well Hello there my dear and how are you this 
evening?” 

“I have missed working with you, but we are going to have the chance to 
get reacquainted tomorrow, aren’t we?” 

“Oh yes!” 

“Yes, we are.” 

Outside a fifth man has joined the others this man stands behind the 
hotel his nose perhaps only a foot or so from the backdoor staring directly 
forward at its green paint, cracked with age. 

Inside of the hotel Antoine throws a bath towel over his shoulder, pops a 
toothbrush into his mouth, then exits his room. 

The eyes outside continue to multiply, and though Antoine is obscured 
from each ones sight they follow him from room to room, tracking their unseen 
target. 

Antoine emerges from his shower feeling refreshed, but as he reenters 
his room a felling of unease washes over him. He knows this feeling he has 
experienced it before, and he doesn’t like it. 

The feeling is that of the hunter becoming the hunted. His pulse begins 
to quicken as the hairs upon the nape of his neck, and arms begin to stand on 
end. Gooseflesh immediately consumes his skin. 

Antoine drops his towel; he makes a quick sprint for his clothes. Since he 
is still partially wet the cloth snags and grabs in places causing him to fail at his 
attempted expedience. 

As he finally gets his trousers buttoned there is a sudden unexpected 
wrapping upon his door. 

Antoine’s heart almost stops in that moment. 

He quickly snaps to, his head snaps to the left, his eyes lock on to his 
tools on the bed. 



In a seemingly perfectly choreographed motion, he scoops up the 
implement he was praising only moments earlier as he rushes past the bed 
toward the door. 

Another rap comes from the other side of the door. Antoine spins left 
coming to rest silently with his back to the wall beside the door. 

“Who is it?” Antoine queries. 




I am currently in one of the strangest situations I have ever been a party 
to. lam not going to explain it to you, because its details are not for you to 
know. Suffice it to say that it is a unique situation, one that I am becoming 
quite perturbed with. 

You meat sacks are a wholly insane lot, you are quite fond of stringing a 
multitude of words together into what are supposed to be sentences, but those 
words have no meaning, even if they do somewhere between your inferior 
minds and the anal cavity situated upon your faces, they lose their meaning. 

I think the reason might be this all of you are completely bereft of any 
sense of moral and civic duty. 

There is no accountability for your actions. 

You justify your existence by your wants and urges. 

You care not for the needs of your supposed loved ones nor any of those 
around you. 

You cannot even choose a single heifer to procreate with. 

No instead you hop from vagina to vagina simply spreading your wicked 
seed creating more of your abandoning like. 

Your love for your offspring defined by sexual promiscuity and depravity. 

Your excuses are many, “I miss my child, but I can’t see it because...” 

“I would get a job but I can’t because...” 

“I can’t provide this or that for my child.” 

Then you buy a new car, phone or computer. 

“Society won’t give me a chance.” 

Wake up buttercup it never has. 

He who dares wins scumbag. That is why I am beyond your limited 
comprehension. That is why you pay me with the money you did not earn from 
your government checks to read my truths while you sit in government housing 
nibbling at your government cheese like the good little vermin you are. 

Then there are the others, “I want so therefore I am.” 

“You have what I want so I hate you.” 

“Get out of my way, or I will kill you, myself and my whole family to arrive 
at my destination quicker.” 

These sentences are your mottos and creeds. 

Get mad say it’s not true you know it is, look deep inside your pathetic 
selves you truly are the filth I portray you to be. 



Say I am wrong you cannot. 

You all are the same at the basest most core level of your being. 

How many times have all of you said to yourself, “Someone should do 
something about that, someone should help?” 

“Why don’t you?” 

Oh, I know, I know you don’t have the time. It’s ok to acknowledge the 
wrong, the lowly and the dirty just as long as you don’t have to get close 
enough to smell it. 

I know you wonder who am I to judge. 

I will edify you. 

I am the being that sees you for what you are. 

It allows me to control you, thus bending you to my will... 

You are my cattle, here for my amusement. 

The world you all have created and I are a problem for someone else to 
fix, you will not kill me though you know it is the right thing to do, because I am 
worse yet better than all of you. 

I am the filth beneath your feet. I am the divinity you so desperately seek. 

Here is the sad truth none of you will kill me because you would have to 
sacrifice for your fellow man, you may have to die to better the world your 
abandoned children live in. 

You know what I say is right, and I will continue to say it. I will continue to 
hone my point until it is sufficiently sharp enough to pierce your putrid hearts, 
hence your souls, or you have the dignity to end me. 

So, kill me I dare you. 

I know you will not. 

You see there is not one among you that cares when it matters, you only 
care until it is a bother. 

You see, I see... how you are. 


https ://www .youtube .com/watch?v=WPv7DRq 9saY 
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https ://w w w .youtube .com/watch?v=f5 2spRGVROO 

As the morrow’s eve brings forth the new day’s death, so did she bring an 
end to his suffering. Lillian Guest was the answer to each and every one of 
Jacob Aerodyne’s prayers. She came unto him from within the crowd of heroine 
zombies and prostitutes, from out of nowhere. 

Suddenly Jacobs’s pained near life was made different if only for a bit. 

He saw her for the first time sitting on a damp street corner after a fresh 
summer’s rain. The sultry smell of the water still hanging thick in the night’s air. 

Lillian had just finished doing the backhand boogie with her pimp over 
twenty dollars and a stamp bag. She knew better than to hold out on him, even 
more she knew not to lie. 

The heroine monster called though, so as always, she beckoned that call 
and did as the zombies do. 

Lillian looked no different to Jacob than any of the others, no better no 
worse. Seeing her wasn’t really the reason he reached out to her on that night, 
it was that he felt for her in some obsequious way. 

There was something about the way she sat sobbing into her knees that 
called out to his darkened heart, a familiar pain he might say upon careful 
reflection. 

Jacob neither could nor would ever be sure what it was exactly that had 
caused him to end his life that evening. Perhaps it was nothing more than out 
of a deformed sense of suicidal habit, a ritual habitual. 

In the end no one could ever say except maybe God and he isn’t talking 
as usual. 

“Are you alright?” Asks Jacob. 

Slightly startled Lillian looks up at Jacob with raccoon eyes trailing tears 
muddied by mascara. “Yes...no, I don’t know.” 

“Yes, I will be but no not at the moment.” 

Her voice is slightly deeper than her appearance would lend one to 
believe upon speculation. There was also the hint of a rasp probably from a few 
to many cigarettes combined with a long night wailing, yet there was something 
sweet and comforting about the sound of her voice, which caused Jacob to 
wear a slight smile. 

“What the Hell are you smiling about?” 

“Get out of here psycho I’ve had enough for one night.” 



Startled Jacob begins to retort, he is cut short as Lillian continues her 

volley. 

“Look I have had one Hell of a night and I don’t need some wack-job perv 
hanging around getting his jollies watching me cry, so what say you just fu...” 

“No, I’m, I’m sorry I wasn’t, you misunderstood me I wasn’t smiling, well 
yeah, I guess I was but not because you were crying, I swear.” 

“Then why?” Lillian fires. 

“Your voice.” 

“My voice? 

“Yeah!” 

“What about my voice?” Lillian questions cautiously. 

Jacob pauses for a moment then after a breath starts. 

“I don’t know, well not exactly there’s just something about it, something 
that made me feel kind of warm, or you know pleasant.” 

“I don’t know I know it must sound crazy.” 

“I must sound crazy but that is all it was honest, I don’t know, I’m sorry.” 

Smiling slightly Lillian asks, “About what?” 

“I’m sorry I smiled, I am sorry I bothered you. I...I, I’m just going to go 
good-bye.” Answers Jacob awkwardly 

As he begins to turn leaving this broken angle to mend alone Lillian calls 
out to him, “No, wait, don’t go.” 

“You just wanted to help right?” 

Jacob stops then answers staring at the ground. “Yeah, I think so, I’m not 
sure maybe I was just curious.” 

“Anyways it’s late and I should be going.” 

“Yeah, your probably right, I guess I’ll be seeing you then. 

“Maybe, I guess.” Answers Jacob as he begins to take leave of her. 
Suddenly Jacob stops only a few steps from where he was just standing. 

Without turning to look at Lillian he asks her. “ 

“Well if you don’t have anything to do, I’m not really tired and I was 
thinking of grabbing a cup of coffee maybe you could join me?” 

Lillian answers without pause, “Ok yeah?” 

“I guess I could, besides coffee always tastes better with company.” She 
smiles, Why not?” 

“Let’s go.” 

With that two broken soles walk into life’s lonely night one for now. The 
Hells before them only God knows for sure, and he isn’t talking. 



https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=-u-HCHCuHMg 


This was not supposed to be the next section of Angles, what will follow 
this was what was intended, not this. 

Here is my quandary, upon close inspection of the details most would say 
that my words are falling upon overly sensitive ears. 

Here is the thing minions of uselessness, that is exactly what makes this 
my fault. 

I know you are defensive and overly sensitive; I know this. 

On most occasions I am quite capable of expressing myself even to 
retards and the insane, but then there are those times that a damaging pearl 
flies forth from my mouth causing pain. 

Now instead of me being the reason for bliss, I become the one that 
causes you the greatest amount of discomfort. 

All of this culminates in the final transition when I become the reason you 
hate your life and wish you were dead. 

Maybe Galen was right. 

I have no further use for you. 

You can now return to reading the book. I am going to go back about 
pursuing my favorite pastimes, drinking, cocaine, and perverse sexual activity. 

Quite Sincerely, 

Cyftri.yt 



Doctor Hans Kleist sits behind the wheel of his brand new sixty-eight 
Cadillac El Dorado talking on the phone in the parking garage of the building he 
works at, a large storm has just passed. 

Normally this would not cause his hands to shake, nor would it cause him 
the concern he is now gripped with, but this is Los Angelis tornados and hail 
the size of grapefruit are not common here. 

There is another mitigating factor that compounds his fear, though this 
has never been the safest of worlds crime especially those deeds most foul 
have been on the rise. 

It isn’t just your ordinary criminals, or usual suspects perpetrating these 
acts against the masses. It is also the ordinary class, the regular folk. 

The panicked expression on his face begins to fade somewhat as he 
gives answer to an unheard voice on the other end of his cell phone. 

“Ok, ok well that is good then.” 

“ Make sure he stays that way, I have a new colleague coming in today, 
he is promising I am sure he can help. Ok, I will get back to you.” 

“Very well, and curses be unto your mother for the filth that she is too.” 

Doctor Kleist closes the phone then looks at it thoughtfully for a second 
before opening it again and removing the small styles from its holder on the 
side of the device. 

After a moment’s hesitation he inserts it into the first digit of the 
intended recipients phone number then turns the minute rotary dial to the 
right, he does this over and over until he has completed dialing the number. 

The phone has already begun to ring as he slowly moves it to his ear. The 
corners of his mouth rise slightly as the person on the other end of the phone 
answers. In a friendly tone he states, “This is Doctor Hans Kleist, Doctor 
Twilight we spoke briefly the other day.” 

“Yes, yes, yes up your mothers festering rectum too.” 

“I was wondering could you possibly make an appearance at the office 
today?” 

“I know it is a bit earlier than we discussed, but you see I have a patient 
being brought in and time is most defiantly of the essence in his case.” 

“Ah, ah very good then, very good.” 

“I will see you in about an hour then, I shall be awaiting you.” 

The doctor snaps the phone shut with a smile his joy is evident, then it 
slowly begins to fade as he says to no one,” I do hope you are the prodigy I have 
been praying for Doctor Twilight. I do, I truly do. 



“Wow!” 

Have you ever met a person that would just come up with things out of 
nowhere to be pissed over. 

I thought at first it was simply a language barrier, her first language being 
Spanish, you see she hailed from Puerto Rico so English was her second 
language. I was wrong, communication was not our problem she spoke the 
universal language of insanity. 

We couldn’t go into restaurants to eat, or bars. 

“Why“, you may ask. 

“Well the answer is simple of course.” 

“We could not go in because she couldn’t have people looking at her.” 

Now don’t get me wrong she was a divine creature, but she thought 
people were staring at her and talking bad about her. 

Now your next question must be if you couldn’t go in where did you eat 
then, right? 

Well here is the answer and you’re going to laugh, in the car in a parking 
lot, not necessarily the parking lot of the restaurant we purchased the food 
from. 

You see she had an affinity for sitting in her car in parking lots. 

Mall parking lots, drugstore parking lots, K- Mart parking lots, Wal-Mart- 
Mart parking lots, movie theater parking lots, and parking lots at parks pretty 
much any type of parking lot anywhere. 

So now back to what I was saying. 

After acquiring our meal, we would have to ride around for a time in order 
to find a parking lot she felt comfortable enough to eat in, once we did, we 
would dine there. 

“Why didn’t we just go to her house?” 

Wow another good question. 

“Even after months of dating and the discussion to get married had been 
made she didn’t feel comfortable having me come to her home.” 

Instead one the weeks I would go to visit she would have stay with me at 
a hotel. 

No, she wasn’t cheating or hiding anything, I know what you are thinking, 
trust me I wish you were right, but sadly she was just simply that far gone. 

Later if I feel like it, I will give you further insight into her insanity by 
telling you about the ridiculous rules I had to follow before during and after sex. 

Thank God that’s over free at last, my God almighty free at last. 



https ://www .youtube .com/watch?v=I4Wbmp6CQo8 
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Excerpt from the diary of Timothy Blank: 

There was a time when I thought I might have a chance at happiness in 
this world, then I saw things for what they were. 

I’m not complaining actually I wouldn’t have it any other way. 

I guess to a certain extent this happens to all of us. 

The thing is I saw it just a bit clearer than most. I saw a bit more than we 
are supposed to. 

I have been going through the motions for most of my seventeen years, 
and do you know where it has gotten me? “ 

“Nowhere... nowhere,” is exactly where it has gotten me. 

I have tried to fit in. I have tried to do the right things. I have always been 
avid in my studies; I own the honor roll. 

I am of the high birth, I live in an the affluent suburb of Fox chapel, just 
outside of Pittsburg. I have never known want. 

All of my needs have always been diligently provided for. 

I am on the fast track to success if you want to call it that, being of my 
lineage as you know we are not capable of failing our peers simply will not allow 
it. 

So, what is my problem then, you may be wondering? I know no one’s life 
is particularly satisfying at this age, but here is the shark in the water, most 
people have someone that notices. 

I do not. I don’t even have my family to bring forth some form of twisted 
comfort, nor discipline in my life, in my world no one cares, not even my 
parents. 

At most times I am a ghost within their home. My parents don’t even 
bother to try putting on a good show, they just don’t notice me. 

I am not suggesting abuse has presented itself to me in any form, rather 
it would be the lack there of. 

At school I don’t even rate a glance from the local bully boys. I am not the 
strange youth that is picked on for his real or supposed differences. 

I simply move through life unnoticed. 

Today my life will change. Today the lives of those that did not notice me 
will change, they will have to see me now. 



Timothy Blank rises from his bed, he does as he has for most of his life. 
He showers packs his books, then heads down the stairs to the kitchen where 
he sits alone as he quietly eats. 

Today after finishing his meal and clearing the few remnants of crust 
from his plate into the garbage he leaves a plane white envelope on the table 
then proceeds out of the backdoor. He makes an uncharacteristic stop in the 
garage. Moments later he emerges carrying a large blue duffel bag. 

Timothy proceeds to his car, he places the bag into the trunk then walks 
to the driver’s side door and gets in. The brake lights illuminate, then the 
engine comes to life. A split second later the backup lights radiate as the car is 
put into reverse. 

Timothy backs the car turning to the left. He stops puts then car into 
drive and slowly pulls to the curb, at the end of the driveway. He takes a brief 
pause to check for oncoming traffic. Once satisfied that his path is clear he 
begins to pull forward slowly. Moments later and he is gone from view. Only this 
cold place is left, lifeless. 



https ://www ■Voutube.com/watch?v=JY pliMm08TM 


Father Anthony Priest sits within the dark confines of the confessional as 
he does on most every day, doing the same thing he does on most every day, 
listening to the same people confessing to the same sins over and over again, 
then afterward they just go right back about committing them over and over 
again. 

Sometimes, actually more often than naught, he wonders, “Do they really 
feel compelled to cleanse their filthy little soul’s, or do they come simply out of 
some form of duty, or habit? 

Is all of this as meaningless to them as it has become to him?” 

He is here to offer absolution, hence salvation to those The Unworthy’ 
whom seek it, through their Lord and Savior though he longs for none himself. 

Father Priest thinks back to his time spent in the Seminary. Those times 
are a ripe Hell for him who’s fires have only been stoked by the passage of time 
rather than their heat being quenched by its unrelenting flow. 

His memory goes to a point in time particular, to his time spent as an 
Alter Boy. 

“What where his parents thinking?” 

“How could two supposedly loving, caring parents allow something such 
as that to be?” 

As he sits thinking someone walks into the Confessional, the traditional 
first words are spoke, “Bless me Father for I have sinned.” 

They are in broken English made more severe by the thick Russian 
accent. Father Priest recognizes the voice that invokes them. 

Fresh fuel is added to Hells furnaces. 

Miloslav Gregorovich is the repugnant owner of the voice. 

The mere thought of his existence is loathsome to Father Priest. 

People refer to Miloslav as a man of respect but The Father knows 
better. He has heard his halfhearted confessions. He has listened to him lay 
blame upon the innocents he has raped, murdered and corrupted. 

The good Father knows better. He sees Miloslav for what he truly is. He is 
nothing better than a murderous two-bit bully. A whore mongering self-loathing 
homosexual, and at times, (Most times.) a filthy pederast. 



Father Priest questions to himself;” Why would a kind loving God allow a 
man such as this to exist?” 

“Why would this God not smite him for leaving his stain upon this earth?” 

“If not upon the earth, then Lord how could ye allow him to leave it within 
thy own house?” 

“Is there truly nothing left to offend thee?” 

Father Priest begrudgingly gives his response to Miloslav’s request. 

The words taste like poison in his mouth. 

He hopes that upon this occasion he might be spared the tales of 
molestation, and incest that are usually sprinkled liberally about his 
confessions between the rapes and murders. 

He is unsure that he can bare them on this visit. 

Miloslav’s last confession caused him to flee running from the 
confessional, past the flocks of nuns, parishioners and small school children 
leaving them aghast in his wake, due to his sickened display of emotion as he 
hurried past them in search of a place to vomit. 

Then there are the nightmares that usually accompany his visits, the 
newest batch only ending one night prior. 

The visions Miloslav’s tales conjure within Father Priests mind seep deep 
into his subconscious forcing his own desperately repressed memories to the 
surface, bludgeoning him with the pain of Novembers long since passed. 

They feed upon him like cancer, it’s hunger never satisfied, which is why 
on this day The Farther worries he may not be able to withstand another 
assault. 

Today may be the final straw the camel’s back is able to bare. 

Milo’s voice breaks Father Priests attempted serenity; his words destroy 
any attempted quelling of the pain. “Fadder... Fadder, I did ah some bad things 
ah Fadder.” 

Farther Priest cringes biting his tongue. 

“Fadder do you listen to me, Fadder?” Continues Miloslav. 

“Yes, my son.” Father priest manages.” 

“Good dat is good father, father... 

“Yes, I said yes.” Father chokes out as a new Hells vomit begins to well 
within the back of his throat. 



“Sorry I not hear you Father, anyways. Father I did some things, some 
very bad things since last confession. I not go into detail again like last week. I 
not want you to have same reaction. By the way father that was not very 
professional, but I forgive you. So, Father the thing is, I laid with the children 
again. I tried to do as I promised, but I think I may be condemned to the holy 
affliction... or there may to be another problem. I am not that to sure. You must 
help me father, as you know I am not a pious man but perhaps God and da 
baby Jesus has seen fit against my will to do dis to me.” 

Father Priest cringes at the words as tears begin to well within his eyes, 
he bites down hard upon his right index finger in an attempt to stifle the 
scream from his throat. 

“Father!” 

“Ye, yes, yes my son.” 

“Father my daughter, father... my daughter she troubles me.” 

“What is the problem?” Father Priest manages to choke out through 
clenched teeth. 

“Father, I think... I think, and I am ashamed to say dis to you, but Father I 
have the fear that she may be a whore, Father.” 

Father Priest’s rage and disgust begins to grow at an ever-increasing rate. 
The Father begins to question whether or not he will be able to make it through 
this encounter without killing Miloslav. 

Miloslav continues unabated. “You have to understand she does things 
Father. She does these things.” 

“What things?” Father Priest questions knowing full and well that the 
answer will only serve to add to his fury. The question wasn’t posed on 
purpose, it was asked out of habit. 

“Things’, things I don’t know to tell you how, just things. What be the 
word, I not think of it Fadder...? She, she, she teases me Fadder dare you have 
it she teases me.” 

“My God man she is only seven years old!” The Father does not bother to 
expend even the slightest of effort to mask his disgust. The words echo 
throughout the vaulted ceilings of the church. 

Exasperated Miloslav responds, as if Father Priests words were intended 
to show some form of compassion for this deranged mans imagined perverse 
plight. 

”1 know, I know Fadder it be hard on me the knowing this too. It is true 
though I fear.” 

“Now you see my problem dough, six years old and behaving like dat.” 

“She is a dirty, dirty little girl Fadder, I don’t know what I am to do.” 




Father Priests blood now ablaze, his head throbbing he can feel life’s 
liquid slamming its way through his veins battering his temples, his fury 
unleashed. 

“How does a man such as this come to be?” 

“God!” 

“If ye truly exist make thy offence towards this creature known.” 

“If ye truly be the shepherd then excise this vile beast from thy flock.” 

“Make thy disgust known, thus giving form to thy wrath.” “Let this 
moment be the beginning of the settling of all matters.” 

“The making of all things correct.” 

“Allow this to be the alpha of thy righteous intent, the omega never to be 
known.” 

The words and their meaning not being merely the constructs of 
emotion, mind and heart. 

They do not come from offended sensibilities, instead they are sent forth 
from that most uniquely human of origins, the soul. 

As the good Father is about to explode, the world around him suddenly 
begins to as if reacting to his rapidly deteriorating state. 

Splinters of wood spring forth from the walls of the confessional leaving 
jagged holes with rounded centers. 

There is a deafening roar accompanying the Armageddon. 

Perhaps God has heard his prayers? 

Maybe he does exist? 

Could this be his intervention come at last? 

Father Priests mind finally catches hold of the reality of the situation this 
is not God meting out his vengeance. It is a rival gang come to call. This is not 
the divine hand; it is machine gun fire. 

“But it has come at the exact moment.” Father Priest’s mind cry’s out. 



” John!” 

“Yes dear?” He reply’s as he parks the car at the curb in front of the 
Aldridge’s multimillion-dollartwo story colonial home. 

“I love you John.” 

“And I love you too baby, with all of my heart.” 

Vickie’s mood brightens as she responds, “I love it when you tell me that, 
and I love you with all of mine too.” 

Vicky studies the Aldridge home longingly for a few seconds after a short 
pause she questions, “Honey, how much longer do you think it will be before we 
will be able to afford a home like this?” 

John locks his gaze upon the house and after a few thoughtful moments 
responds, “Well I figure with how things are going at work, my mandatory 
raises, overtime and bonuses, the current market prices holding firm and if you 
were to get a job, or two then maybe just maybe we could pull this off some 
time or another a century or so after our great, great, great grandchildren have 
graduated college.” 

“Hmm... really, that soon?” Vicky muses giggling. 

“Could be sooner if all the greats pitch in and pony up some cash.” 

Coyly Vicky questions,” So what you are saying then is the more kids 
we have then that would exponentially raise the amount of grandchildren and 
so on, thus increasing the rate to which we could afford said dwellings, as long 
as their ponying up?” 

“Wow, urn, no that isn’t what I was saying. Wow where did that come 
from?” 

“I don’t know what in the Hell you just said, but if all of that equals more 
time making love to you then yes, that was exactly what I was saying.” 

“Well then honey you would have to start coming home sooner, which 
would cut into your overtime, so I guess it all evens out then, I guess there’s 
always that metal detector guy at the beach.“ Vicky sighs. 

That being said John and Vicky both begin laughing as they share a quick 
kiss before exiting the car. 

They make their way east along the street to the walkway leading across 
the immaculate lawn to the front door of the dwelling, as they do Vicky slows 
just a bit. “What’s wrong honey?” John questions with concern. 

“Nothing, nothing really... It’s just.” 

“Just what?” 

“No, it’s nothing really.” 



“Come on babe, obviously it’s something. Please tell me.” 

Vicky hesitates slightly then answers,” Ok but you’re going to think I’m 
stupid.” 

“Please baby don’t say that, just tell me.” 

“It’s nothing really.” 

“Then what is it?” 

“You’re going to think I’m stupid but it’s those woods.” 

“The woods?” 

“Yeah, I don’t know, it’s just, I don’t know, just look at them.” 

“Ok I’m looking. Now what am I supposed to be looking for?” Responds 
John confused. 

“Like I said I don’t know, the trees or something I guess.” Vicky explains 
beleaguered. 

John studies them for a moment. “Yeah, I guess they are a bit weird 
looking, but they’re not anything special for this part of the country.” 

“I know but it’s not just the trees, like I said I don’t know, there’s just 
something about them something off, it’s not just them either look close. If you 
look really close it’s the sky too.” 

John stands staring at the sky full of grey and black clouds their line of 
terminus ending above the forests boundary where the blue sky overhead is 
filled with white billowy clouds then answers, “Your right it does look off, I 
don’t think it’s the trees though, I think it’s those clouds. Looks like there’s a 
storm heading in.” 

“You might be right babe. “Vicky responds as her mood begins to 
brighten. 

“Just a storm, anyways I told you it was stupid, let’s just enjoy the 
evening.” 

John holds his right arm out high and to the side, Vicky lowers her head 
then steps under it, as she does John wraps it around her shoulders enveloping 
her as they complete their journey to the front door. 

“Maybe they should fire their landscaper?” John offers in jest. 

“Or hire one.” Vicky answers then snuggles herself hard into her man’s 
arms as they both walk to the front door giggling. 




^ 5 * 


https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=zbaCvabNEbY 


Captain Rowdy sits sipping a snifter of brandy, gently puffing on a fine 
Cuban cigar while awaiting his council in a lavish interview room on New York’s 
upper east side. 

The walls are lined with red velvet from the midway point to the ceiling. 
There is a molding separating the cloth from the darkly stained maple paneling 
that comprises the lower half of the wall. It’s highly lacquered finish reflecting 
the light cast from the tiffany chandeliers hanging overhead. 

Against the walls are walnut book cases stained a shade or two brighter 
than the paneling, upon their shelves sit an innumerable number of leather 
bound first editions, if one did not know better you would surmise, he was 
awaiting company in the study of one of his grand mansions. 

This is not the type of accommodation afforded to a commoner, Captain 
Rowdy is a Grand Duke, (And not just any Grand Duke, he is the Grand Duke of 
Brooklyn.), so even though the nature of his crimes are most unspeakable he 
is still given what meager rights that are due him by birth, stature, and law. 

There is the sound of a key scraping inside a lock, the door slowly swings 

open. 

The Captain looks pained and disinterested towards the door, then as 
recognition of the person entering makes itself known to him his disinterested 
expression transforms to one of surprised welcoming joy. 

“Bud my man!” 

“They said they were sending a good man; however, I must say they did 
neglect to tell me they were sending, a very good man.” 

“Nay perhaps the best man, aside from myself that is.” Says Captain 
Rowdy as he rises smiling to greet him. 

“Why thank you Captain. You are most gracious as always. So how have 
they been treating you?” Bud questions as he walks across the room stopping 
at the chair on the opposite side of the table. 

“Well Bud I would like to say fair, though I cannot. You know I am not one 
to complain, but the cook here is terrible. The roast they served me on nights 
last was just atrocious.” 

“Well you are in jail my friend; some comforts are removed from one in 
such circumstance.” Responds Bud smiling. 




“Yes, yes I do understand this Bud, but they could at the very least 
properly prepare a meal, the Brandy is quite fine though I must say.” 

Captain Rowdy thus begins his tale of woe. 

“Upon first sight the meal looked to be quite palatable, that was until the 
server sliced into it. That was when it all went to rot.” 

“Though great care was taken in its presentation, and it appeared to be 
perfectly browned on the outside and quite aromatic, the truth of the matter be 
told, it was quite raw on the inside.” 

“I summoned for the cook at once, I explained to him the predicament, 
that the meat was under cooked.” 

“You see I was trying to be evenhanded from the first. He told me it was 

not.” 

“After hearing his response, I was taken quite aback, surely the man was 
either an imbecile, or he was making jest of me. In either case I was quite put 
off by this so I responded, my good man can you not see that the meal is raw?” 

“His answer was simply, that it was rare.” 

“Rare I said to him, rare my good man is a slight shade of pink within the 
innermost core of the roast, not what we have here.” 

The captain ends his description in a perturbed tone as he settles back 
into his chair. 

“I do mean how appalling, and to be spoken to in such a manner by a 
commoner. What is this world coming to Bud, I ask you what is it coming to?” 

“Well Captain as I have previously stated ye are in jail.” Bud responds 
Compassionately in answer to The Captains question. 

Dismissively Captain Rowdy retorts,” And as I have previously stated, yes 
I know this Bud, surely though one could be afforded the smallest modicum of 
civility though, and be granted a decent morsel to eat.” 

” My only regret is that the cook, (If one where foolish enough to refer to 
him as that.), was not within service upon my ship.” 

“If he where I would have had him hung from the yard arm for trying to 
poison me, instead I had to suffice with the small retribution of merely beating 
him for his culinary short comings, and insolence.” 

“Well Captain we do as we can in bad situations to make the best of 
them. What else is one to do?” 

“The Lord will reward you with a gruesome bitch for setting an example 
for the common in Heaven, though you must suffer this indignity upon his great 
Earth.” 

“Your right Bud, right as always. It is up to the people of class to teach 
theses wretches the behavior of a proper man... Nay a proper gentleman, and 
who better than I?” 



I cannot help but feel that I did that person a disservice by not being 
able to properly punish him.” 

“You did your best to show him the error of his ways, that you could in 
this your current situation. That is all you can do.” 

After momentarily reflecting on Bud’s words The Captain answers, “Yes I 
guess you are right, but still I do wish I could have given him a proper 
punishment, it would have done him and his peers a bit of good.” 

Captain Rowdy sits lost in thought for a few seconds then looks at Bud 
still standing behind the waiting chair. “Oh my God Bud, good Lord where have 
my manners gone?” 

“Sit, please sit. You must accept my apologies; I truly am sorry. I do not 
know where my head has gone off to.” 

Bud smiles graciously as he pulls out the chair and takes his seat. “That 
is quite alright Captain, I fully understand. I would only hope that if I was in your 
same circumstance and in such a dire environment that a slight faux’pa in 
social etiquette would be my only folly.” 

“Thank you, my kind man, thank you.” Captain Rowdy says with a slight 
hint of shame to his voice. ” 

“Would you care for a hint of brandy Bud?” 

“I thought you were a Scotch man Captain?” Questions Bud. 

“Well Bud normally I am, but the quality of their Scotch here is 
abhorrent, not a single malt to be found, and none older than an altar boy. I 
would not recommend it.” 

“Well then in that case I shall heed thy warning and imbibe of the brandy, 
Captain Rowdy.” Says Bud with good cheer. 

Captain Rowdy sit’s a bit straighter then in a loud though pleasant voice 
proclaims, “Well then, Bud brandy it is then!” He holds his hands above his left 
shoulder hesitating for a second, before clapping them together twice sharply. 

“Boy, I do say boy come hither at once please.” 

Captain Rowdy leans in towards Bud as if to tell him some form of secret 
or another then says, “I’m sorry but for some unknown reason they won’t allow 
me to retain possession of the decanter, some form of rule or another you 
know. I thin...” 

“Yes, my Lord. “Interrupts a boy dressed in a snugly fitted tuxedo 
complete with tails, his transgression is met with a quick slap to the face by 
The Captain. 

Bud winces inwardly as the boy reacts by falling to the ground, then in a 
panic scrambling to his feet. 



Dismayed Rowdy begins. “Boy let that be a lesson to thee, thou should 
not interrupt men when they are speaking, epically when those men are of 
higher birth than ye.” 

“Our words carry a far greater purpose than your insolent ears may 
appreciate.” 

“Has not your whore of a mother, or drunken reprobate of a father ever 
taught you that?” 

“No sir 1.1 am very sorry sir.” The boy says to The Captain with his head 
down, eyes locked on the floor in shame. 

Rowdy slaps the boy again, harder. As before the boy falls to the floor. 

This time Bud’s horror is made public by a visible wince. The Captain 
notices this outward yet miniscule display of dismay though he does not make 
comment, rather he pretends not to notice then turns his head, and his 
attentions back towards the boy. 

The boys journey back to his feet is not as quick as before. This time he 
does not rise to his feet unscathed. A small trickle of blood can be observed 
making its way from the corner of his mouth slowly down his chin. 

“ You look a man in the eyes when you talk to him boy.“ Captain Rowdy 
rages, then continues dismissively, “I can continue to do my duty as a 
gentleman of class, by teaching you proper manners whence within polite 
company, and you can continue to ignore my lessons...” 

Rowdy turns his head away from the boy, then finishes his scolding while 
staring Bud directly in the eyes smiling. ” Or you can take heed, and learn them 
well. It matters to me naught. I should think though one, or perhaps two more 
blows of such a sturdy nature will cause thee to parish.” 

At the last Captain Rowdy snickers then his slight smile grows as he says 
to Bud. “It pains me that I must take up the duty of his parents. As you know 
Bud it is up to men like you and I to teach this poor whelp what they have failed 
to, otherwise society would fall to chaos.” 

Captain Rowdy turns his head back to the boy and looks him directly in 
the eyes as he explains to him with genuine concern and compassion. “Head 
up boy,” then he grabs him by the shoulders adjusting his posture, “now 
shoulders back. Now there you go. Buck up all things shall come to pass and 
perhaps if you try hard enough, why even one such as you could one day be a 
fitting servant for men of such high stature as Bud, or dare I say even I." 

The Captain removes a hanky from the breast pocket of his dinner jacket, 
then wipes the blood from the boy’s face. “There you go now your presentable 
again.” 

Bud sits mute witness to this act of kindness, not quite sure what to 
make of it after what he has just seen. 



“Now boy I am going to explain something to ye, I do not have to do this, 
and to some extent I am lowering myself by doing so. Do you understand?” 

“Yes sir.” The boy answers this time looking The Captain directly in the 
eyes as he does. 

“Ok then.” Says The Captain. 

“As you most assuredly heard me say it pains me that I must take up 
the duty of your parents. I do not wish to have this burden put upon me. I know 
you must think of me as some sort of monster for showing you the discipline 
that your bearers did not. I do not do this out of hate, nor is it derived from 
some sadistic urge. No rather it is out of fondness...” 

For a moment it is as if The Captain is as surprised by his own admission 
as Bud is, the effect this has upon him is made apparent as he stammers 
about his next sentence searching for words. “Well, oh... well, there, there you 
go I... I went and said it. “ 

Regaining his composure, he continues, “I am man enough to admit it 
and I care not the barbarous retribution that may be suffered upon me for 
admitting my fondness for one such as you.” 

“The point of the matter is this, if it was not for the fact that I have begun 
to take a liking towards you then I would not bother to correct your rudeishness. 
I would simply toss you from the window in hopes that the state would provide 
me with another more suitable boy. I do not do this though.” 

“You might question as to why, so I will demean myself further by giving 
you this explanation.” 

“During my tribulation I became quite friendly with the ships cook, and 
though he was common refuse such as yourself (Really nothing more than 
street trash.), he did prove to be of great worth.” 

“His loyalty was beyond question, his character beyond reproach. Each 
and every one of my so-called peers failed me, but this commoner proved 
himself over and over, time and time again. He showed me that not only could 
one of your kind be worthy of my friendship, but yeah worthy of my admiration.” 

“You see boy I see a tasty little bit of him within you. I am not saying that 
you could nor ever should aspire to become even half the man he was, but I will 
give you this. If you follow my teachings, and live by the example I set”, Captain 
Rowdy continues in a magnanimous tone obviously overwrought with emotion, 
“then maybe just maybe someday you won’t be such a vile creature.” 

The Captain settles himself then finishes, “Who knows boy maybe after 
all of this is over, I may even take you with me, I might even allow you, dare I 
say it?” 

“Why not I ask, why not?” 

“I may even allow you to be my piss boy.” 



“Now how would you like that?” Rowdy smiles sharply at the boy, while 
awaiting an answer. 

The boy forces a smile onto his face then answers,” Oh yes, oh yes my 
lord. If only I were lucky enough to be your piss boy then someday, I might 
amount to something.” 

Happily, Captain Rowdy exclaims, “Well there we have it!” Now do not 
allow this offer of employment to go to thy head, it is contingent upon your 
improvement. Understand?” 

The boy responds, “Yes my Lord.” 

“Ok that business being done please do run and fetch me a fresh snifter 
of brandy, slightly warmed as you so splendidly did before, and also fetch one 
for my dear friend Bud here.” 

“Yes, my Lord.” The boy says as he turns quickly to retrieve the requested 
beverages. 

“Captain you made mention of your tribulation, as of this moment I am 
still in the dark, as to exactly what the charges against you are. The right to 
secrecy for one of class precludes divulgement of said charges to the general 
public as well as unto your council as you must know.” 

“Yes, yes, yes I know Bud.” Says Rowdy dismissing Buds request for 
information. “Before we get to this let us partake in the joy of one another’s 
company, as the years have been many since last, we met.” 

“It is not often that fate affords two gentlemen the opportunity to become 
reacquainted over warm brandy on such a fine Novembers eve. 



66 . 
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“There is a reason God does not answer your prayers!” Willem Franciosi 
cries out to the minions of on lookers from a chromed podium, that has been 
perfectly placed dead center upon a grand stage. 

Willem wears an immaculate black tuxedo, that is perfectly tailored to his 

build. 

The razor-sharp crease of his trousers ending in the deep shine of his 
gleaming black shoes. The perfection of his appearance is added to, and 
completed by the pristine cut of his hair. 

In a dramatic gesture he raises his hands in the air. Then in a voice loud 
enough to rouse the dead he proclimates his answer unto the crowd. “God “... 
“God” hates you all.” 

“Not one amongst you has a whore for a mother.” 

There is a stunned hush as his words sink into the crowds collectively 
stunned minds. They were expecting some form of helpful revelation, instead 
they received receipt of their own fears. 

To Willem’s left standing slightly off stage his charismatic advisor readies 
himself for what he knows is to come, his heart beats gladly beneath his fresh 
cut suit. 

Willem stands stony silent for a moment as he allows what he has said to 
take hold. He lets his arms drop; His hands find perch upon the podium’s 
edges. 

He takes a step back, then lunges forward, as he does, he begins his 
bark. “Ladies and Gentleman,” the stage lights are turned up, glowing a 
measurable bit brighter adding dramatic flair, “I want you to “See,” see what 
I am, saying, the meaning within my words.” 

“I am not sugar coating my words, so they are quite shocking. I know as a 
politician I am supposed to put a pretty little spin on everything I say, but I am 
not going to do that to you.” 

“Those days my friends are over!” 




With that being said Willem steps back from the podium once again as 
the crowd gathers itself, still reeling from his previous truth, as it does a low 
murmur begins. It steadily grows until it culminates in a roar. There is a sudden 
outbreak of cheers. Willem steps to the podium once more. 

This time Willem shifts his position leaning over his pulpit of doom, about 
to transform it into one of hope, almost as if he were reading himself to charge 
into battle. Slowly almost inaudibly he begins, “How do I know this you might 
ask...” 

“Well the answer is a simple one.” 

“I look unto ye all and ask myself this simple question.” 

“ What do we have here?” 

“Have you ever felt yourself wondering the same thing ?” “Well...have 

you?” 

“Let me tell you, I don’t have to do that anymore, and do you know why ?“ 

“No!” Is the deafening answer screamed back from the crowd in 
response to his final question. 

“Ok since ye one and all have most avariciously stated your answer to 
questions quandary, I will lay it upon thee.” 

“Ye mothers are decent and kind.” 

“Ye...Ye are nothing more nor less than an insignificant, miniscule pest 
for him to suffer.” 

“You were created to feed the divine ego, and ye have failed miserably.” 

“Ye are the creatures feeding upon the afterbirth of his son.” 

“The word is out there for the one, hence the all to hear, for the one and 
the all to spread though ye do not.” 

“You live as prisoners convicted, then sentenced by thy very own 
hypocrisy.” 

“I hath bestowed upon ye all, what I hath known for quite some time, your 
prayers shall not be answered, fore God hates you all, but not without reason, 
fore there is one.” 

“Dost, thou wish to know its secret?” 

The crowd falls silent, Willem steps back from the pulpit, he looks to the 
stage then back at the crowd. He stands silently staring at the multitudes, until 
they collectively answer,” Yes!” 

He steps back to the stand. 

“I don’t know, I just don’t know.” 

“Do you think you can handle it?” 

“Yes!” Is the immediate, roar from the crowd. 



“Willem steps back, as if in shock, then lunges back to the microphone, 
“All right then, that’s more like it, now you’re finally showing some spunk, so I’ll 
lay it on you, and we will see if you can dig it.” 

“God hates you all because you have allowed what once was the greatest 
country in the world to fall to ruin.” 

“God,” hates you all because you have become a nation of overweight 
whining complaining babies.” 

“God hates you all because you destroyed the greatest country in his 
grand and glorious kingdom.” 

It took him only six days to create the Earth, it took him almost two 
thousand years after his faggot son was sent to be slaughtered, to get the idea 
of government just right, and create America.” 

“You see he wanted it to be beyond perfect, it was his gift to all of you.” 

“Finally, God hates you all because it only took you several hundred years 
to ruin his most perfect creation.” There is only silence. 

Willem feigns panic as he continues,” OH, oh, oh my God I need, I want, 
did you see what he, or she did. Oh, oh, somebody has got to do something. 
Why doesn’t the government do something?” 

Willem stops he straightens up his tuxedo, as he does, he smugly looks 
at the crowd, as his face slowly, deliberately begins to change. His lips slide 
back then apart revealing a Devilish grin. “Well they did... and you asked for it.” 

A hush falls over the audience as he continues, “Yessssss,” he hisses,” 
yes they did, and you asked for it.” 

“They fixed it real good just like you asked, but you didn’t see how, you 
didn’t even say a word to stop them, because you all wanted to be taken care 
of.” 

The crowd begins to mull about angrily, Willem only smiles larger. Oh yes, 
yes, yes, and you know it, this one is smoking.” 

“That one is saying something I don’t like, oh my God, my God I saw 
something in a movie that offended my sensibilities, I need to call a politician, 
this must be stopped.” 

Willem pauses again dramatically surveying the crowd slowly. “Thou must 
suffer thy words as the truth. Each and every one of you knows this.” 

The crowd dose not move, no creature makes a sound, this reminds him 
of something from his childhood. 

“Not only did you allow them to take your freedoms... your God given 
rights as Unified Unincorporated American citizens, you demanded it.” He nods 
his head, “You did, you did, you know you did.” 

The crowd shouts,” No!” 




Willem places his hand politely over his mouth, as he makes obvious the 
fact that he is stifling a snicker. “Silly people, you did.” 

“The true shame of the situation is that you didn’t realize it. Each time 
you demanded choice to be removed from the equation, and legislation to be 
made you did it.” 

“You could have turned the dial. You could have changed the station. You 
could have stayed out of that bar or restaurant, instead you chose to put it into 
the hands of the government. You chose to put it into the hands of the 
politicians. You chose wrong.” 

The crowd comes alive screaming, Willem crosses his arms across his 
chest then abruptly throws them outward to his sides. “Silence!” He demands. 
The crowd complies. 

“You see, you are doing it again. You react to the moment without 
thought, that is ok though fore I am thinking always. I am always thinking about 
each and every one of you. The low to the high, in my mind there is no class, 
nor placement within life’s grail, only you the each, and the every.” 

The crowd roars aggressively in thanks to his words. “I kid thee not, I care 
for thee, I truly do.” Willem removes the microphone from its perch, then begins 
to walk about the stage as he continues on, “You might be saying to yourselves, 
ok this guy might be right. I can’t believe the problem was so obvious, it was 
right in front of my face?” 

“How didn’t I see it?” 

Willem bows his head laughing, “You didn’t see it because you were to 
close to it. You didn’t see it because you were caught up in it. It doesn’t really 
matter, the mistakes you have made can be put to the past.” 

“How?” 

“ Allow me to inform thee, you can put this monster that has been 
created to bed by making the best choice thou hast ever made.” 

“By doing the greatest thing thou hast ever done. Cast thy vote for me, 
but let thee be forewarned, your vote is not truly for me... No, rather your vote 
shall be cast for hope, hope of a world bourn anew.” 

“Let thee further be warned, great change will come, astonishing change. 
Our forefathers birthed a great nation, and it is my goal to return it unto its 
former glory.” 

The crowd’s cheers reach a fever pitch as Willem raises his hands then 
begins to gently say to the crowd,” I know, I know, it’s alright just calm down, 
calm down. 

After a few try’s the crowd does as he requests, and they begin to calm. 
“With a broad smile on his face Willem asks, “So can I take it that I have your 
vote?” 



“Yes!” Is the return from the crowd, “Yes! Yes! Yes!” 

“I only have one question for you then.” 

“Does anybody have a Goddam Marlboro, and a shot for me?” 
The crowed breaks into ecstatic applause. 

“Maybe God and I were wrong maybe your mothers are toothless 
whores.” 

The grateful roar is defining. 



6J. 


https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=QY0iL621J3o 


“Hell-o, my name is Ben, Ben Davis." says the kindly young man sitting 
behind a modest desk. There is nothing extraordinary, nor memorable about 
him, he is mediocre at best. 

“Ben." repeats the tall man of medium build flatly. His dress could best 
be described as business casual, he wears black dress pants, and a black 
dress shirt, with short sleeves, that he does not bother to tuck into his trousers. 
He is the polar opposite of the man he sits before, once you see him, he is not 
to be easily forgotten. 

He is seated in front of the desk; he sits bolt upright with his hands 
placed palms down flatly upon his knees. 

“Yes, and you are?” 

“Alterdice!” His answer is delivered as before, though this time his eyes 
avert momentarily towards the floor, then back to Ben. 

Ben notices this, he pauses for a moment before questioning. 

“Alterdice?” 

“Yes, Alterdice.” 

Ben realizes that to push further is probably futile, but he does so 
regardless. "Alterdice?” 

Alterdice breathes deeply then lets out an annoyed sigh. ” Yes, I have 
said this.” 

“Just Alterdice?” Ben questions as he gradually begins to decide against 
furthering his course but for some reason is unable to stop himself. 

“No!” Is Alterdice’s immediate and singular response. 

“So, what type of name is Alterdice?” 

Alterdice fingers begin to clench slightly, “Meaning?” He asks then sighs 
disinterested. 

Ben notices that Alterdice’s hands have slightly changed position, his 
body language begins to suggest frustration, Ben fires back, “What type of 
name, Christian, or Sir?” 



Alterdice closes his hands into loose fists upon his legs. He lets his head 
drop slowly to his chest making his frustration visible before raising it again and 
looking Ben directly in the eyes. “What does it matter?” He questions. 

Now beginning to be made slightly nervous by this man Ben stammers, 

“I, I, I guess it doesn’t. I was just trying to get to know you a bit better. That’s 
all.” 

“Why?” 

“Why, I, I, I don’t know why, it’s the polite thing to do I guess.” 

“Look Ben I am sure you are a wonderful guy, but I don’t need to know 
you. You called me so, you know what I do, and since you called me, I know 
what you want. That is our relationship.” 

“I don’t want to date your sister. You aren’t hiring me to watch your kids. 
So, can we get on with this?” Alterdice states in a matter of fact monotone. 

Ben decides against further pursuing the issue, he changes tactics. 

“Can I offer you a drink, or something, a bottle of water, coffee perhaps, what 
about tea, a nice cup of tea, vodka and cocaine a nice crack whore?” 

“No!” 

“Iced tea then? Perhaps we could place some ice into the glass... along 
with the tea, for you and, an, and make it iced then tea, iced tea.” Ben pushes. 

“No Ben, I have no need of a beverage at this moment. Can we get on 
with our business at hand here?” Alterdice questions. 

Ben shifts uncomfortably in his chair. He begins to wonder if he has 
made the right choice, the man before him looks to be quite harsh, there is not 
even the slightest hint of the promised compassion within him. 

“I don’t mean to sound crass mister Alterdice, but I was told you where a 
kind man.” 

“I am.” Responds Alterdice. 

“A compassionate man.” 

“I’m full of it. Now can we get on with this?” Answers Alterdice annoyed. 

Ben cannot help himself; he grins slightly then smirks, “Are you sure?” 

“I do not mean to offend you but I just don’t see it.” 

“Ben.” Alterdice says without emotion. 

“Yes.” 

“You don’t see what?” 

“Your compassion, your kindness, Ben points towards an area of 
Alterdice’s face then finishes circling and shaking his finger, “I thought, I 
thought, I might have seen a little bit of it lingering around, right around there, 
or around... but I think I might have been mistaken.” 

“What do you think mister Alterdice?” 

Alterdice smooth’s his slacks then queries, “Ben are you the client?” 



“No! No, I am not.” He answers with feigned dignity. 

Resigned Alterdice says, “That is a shame. So, you are just the man 
paying the bills then, correct?” 

“The facilitator?” Ben answers tauntingly. 

Alterdice ignores this his only response being. “If you prefer.” 

Nervously Ben retorts, “I do, I do, at least I think I do.” 

“Are you alright Ben?” Alterdice asks with cold concern. 

“Yes. Why wouldn’t I be, why do you ask?” Challenges Ben. 

Alterdice studies Ben for a moment slowly looking him up and down 
before uttering his next words, “The reason I ask is you’re behaving differently.” 

“Differently?” 

“ Differently, me no.” 

“ Differently how?” 

“Never mind.” Alterdice says obviously becoming annoyed. 

“Ok, then I won’t.” Ben almost shouts as he lurches quickly forward in his 

chair. 

Alterdice wonders for a moment weather this man is insane or if he is 
trying to goad him into some form of confrontation? He pushes the quandary 
from his mind, then continues on. “Good now that we have all of that sorted 
out, I want to spell something out to you. OK? 

“Yes. Oh God yes, please, please do, oh please spell away. Spell anything you want, 
go right ahead.” Ben answers in an overly polite way, as he nods his head. Then shifts 
sideways in his chair awaiting Alterdice’s words with wide eyed overblown interest. 

“Ben.” Starts Alterdice before being interrupted. 

“Wait, wait, hold on, hold on one second, just one second.” Shouts Ben 
excitedly, as he retrieves a pen and note pad from the desk. 

Beginning to lose his patience Alterdice half shouts, “What now?” 

“Now? What now? What now? Hmmmm, I just wanted to be ready.” 

“Ready for what?” Alterdice questions. 

“Well you said you were going to spell Mr. Alterdice, so I wanted to have a 
pen and paper handy in case you spelled a naughty word or two that I may not 
have heard before, I have a fondness towards dirty words. “ 

Alterdice ignores Bens insane antics and continues, “I have no feelings, 
or thoughts towards you one way or the other. You see, you get nothing from 
me. The client gets my kindness, and compassion not you. As I have said “you” 
get nothing” 

Ben sits stunned by Alterdice’s words, after two or three seconds of 
thought pass, he only has, “Well...ok, I guess that explains it then.” 



“You know you didn’t have to tease me with the spelling thing, that was 
cruel to say the least.”. 

“Ok then we are understood?” Alterdice asks sternly. 

“Yes,” Ben says slyly his wide eyes locked firmly upon Alterdice even as 
he slowly turns his head away from him his expression changes to one of 
shocked agreement, then to an overly friendly smile as he turns his head back 
again, “Oh yes, I would say we are understood. We... you and I have an 
understanding. We most definitely have an understanding.” 

Alterdice grimaces, “Ben not that I really care but, are you sure that you 
are well?” 

Ben bounces high in his chair as he turns his body back towards 
Alterdice. He immediately takes a meek posture then asks in an almost childish 
voice, “Why yes, yes mister Alterdice, at least I thought I was, is there 
something that you are noticing, something that I may be unaware of?” 

“I do not know Ben, if you are not aware then perhaps there is.” Alterdice 
states. 

Ben looks at him with a panic-stricken expression, “Why whatever could 
that be?” He asks pleadingly. 

Alterdice can see exactly what is going on, and his anger is beginning to 
grow, his frustration can be heard in his voice, “I don’t know Ben... It seems as 
if there may be more than one person living in your head.” 

“Oh, my no! Shrieks Ben. 

“You don’t really thinks, so do you?” 

“Who do you think it is?” 

“Are there more than one?” 

“What ever could they be doing in there?” 

“How do we get them out?” Ben jumps up from his seat. He leans far 
over his desk, then with his face almost touching Alterdice’s he demands 
emphasizing each word as he does, “What are their names?” 

“What are there Goddamn names mister Alterdice?” 

For a moment Alterdice considers the steel, instead he says to Ben, “Ben 
if you cannot control yourself our time is about to come to an end. Am I being 
understood?” 

Ben looks about confused then slowly returns to his chair, “Yes, yes 
you are right mister Alterdice, you are right.” Ben takes pause. “You must 
understand this is a hard time. This is not easy for me. Weeeee might not be 
well.” 



“Take a moment then and compose yourself Ben, then we can continue.” 
Says Alterdice. 

“Why thank you mister Alterdice, thank you. I think I will, I think, we will 
do just that.” Ben says then smiles smugly at Alterdice. 



https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Tg2rrMwfgB0 


Albert finishes watching the days games as Patricia hurriedly packs 
several bags, scribbles instructions, and phone numbers down for her 
husband, then in large print on a full sheet of paper she writes, “Emergency 
numbers," and posts it on the refrigerator, then returns to the bedroom she 
shares with her husband. 

“Albert, Albert, Albert honey.” Patricia calls out from the bedroom. 

Albert does not answer, he is now completely enraptured by a sports 
highlights program, that is showcasing, and recapping the days games. 

“Albert,” Patricia calls out again, “Albert,” yet louder. Then finally, 
“Albert!” 

The last one is just what the doctor ordered, it does the trick, Albert is 
startled from his daze, so startled in fact that as he tries to free himself from 
his recliner, he falls back into it several times before successfully completing 
the task. 

As he reaches his feet a full days’ worth of assorted crumbs, food 
remnants, and wrappers explode forth from their temporary resting places 
upon his body. 

There is a thunk he immediately recognizes the sound, and even from 
the bedroom so does Patricia, he turns to stone as panic hits him, “Albert, 
please don’t tell me that was that ashtray again.” 

Albert stands frozen not answering, “Crap, why does this only happen 
when she’s here?” 

Albert throws himself to the floor, then rushes madly to pick up the cigar 
stubs, and cigarette butts that litter the floor. 

“Albert was that the ashtray?” Patricia calls from the bedroom. 

“Albert why won’t you answer me?” 

“It was, wasn’t it?”” 

“Yes ,no, no dear it was, wasn’t, it wasn't the ash tray.” Albert responds 
quickly. 

“What was it then?” Asks Patricia, without allowing Albert a moment to 

think. 

“No, noth, nothing dear.” He stammers. 

“That didn’t sound like nothing to me. What did I tell you I tell you was 
going to happen if you made a mess with that stinky thing again?” 



“Oh, Christ here we go, I need this right now. What in the Hell is she doing 
in the bedroom anyway?” 

“Why is she calling me in there?” 

“I hope she doesn’t want sex, God no not tonight. I just want to watch the 
“All in the family,” marathon.” 

“Albert are you coming, I said I need you.” Patricia beckons. 

Albert works feverishly to pick up the few remaining bits of his accident, 
he stands surveying the scene of the crime, “Crap, I can’t run the vacuum she’ll 
here it. What in the Hell am I going to do?” 

“Albert!” Patricia calls out again, this time with growing impatience, and 
frustration in her voice. 

“Yes, dear I am coming.” Albert replies as he begins to scrub the ashes 
into the carpet with his foot, disposing of the last of the crimes evidence. He 
makes one last hurried appraisal of the area then decides, “I guess that will do 
it. I pray to God that will do it.” 

“Albert!” Patricia bellows. 

“I’m coming babe.” Is Albert’s frustrated retort. “Please God don’t let her 
notice, please God. Oh yeah, and please, please, please don’t let this be her 
wanting to have sex, anything but that anything, but if I gotta can we make it 
quick, as long as its quick. Albert preys to himself, then adds one last plea to 
the Lord, “Oh yeah and if you can, that is if you see fit, can you have them play 
the sha-booty episode it’s my favorite?” 

“Oh yeah I almost forgot, thank you.” 

Albert quickly makes his way to the bedroom before Patricia can cry forth 
any further challenges as per the noise. As he crosses the threshold into their 
bedroom Albert is greeted by the vision of a frantic Patricia standing behind 
several packed bags. 

He stops dead in his tracks, his heart skips a beat, Patricia stands there 
staring at him. Albert doesn’t utter a word at first, he just stands before her, 
wide eyed and slack jawed, neither speaking until Albert finally breaks the 
silence, “Pa, Pa, Patricia,” he stutters,” what is going on here?” 

“I can’t believe this.” Patricia’s former expression changes to one of 
frustration, “What do you think is going on here Albert?” 

“I, I’m not sure.” 

“What do you mean you’re not sure?” 

“What do you think is going on?” 

“Are you leaving me?” Albert asks meekly. 

Perturbed Patricia answers, “No, Albert I am not leaving you though I 
probably should.” 

“What?” Albert responds shocked. 



“Albert, do you remember anything we discussed a little bit ago?” 

Albert takes a moment before answering, “Yes.” but he doesn’t really 
recall a thing, he just hopes his gamble pays off. 

“Ok, then why would you think I am leaving you?” 

“I don’t know.” Albert responds. 

“You know what I don’t have time for this,” Patricia says as she hands 
Albert a list, “here these are the instructions and appointments you have to 
keep, now grab my bags I have to get moving. 

Albert hurriedly stuffs the papers into his pocket then grabs Patricia’s 
bags and scurries after her as she continues to drone out a myriad of 
instructions. 

Without breaking stride Patricia moves effortlessly through the house 
and into the garage she opens the trunk then moves immediately to the 
driver’s side of the car and gets in. 

Albert puts the bags into the trunk and shuts it. Patricia is already closing 
her door and keying the ignition by the time he reaches her side. 

Patricia rolls down her window and holds out both of her arms. Albert 
leans down, she hugs him then kisses his cheek. “Ok, that’s everything. So, you 
got it all, right?” 

Albert opens his mouth to begin asking questions, then thinks better of 
it. He simply says, “Yes dear, don’t worry I have it all under control.” 

’’You better. I love you, good-bye.” Patricia responds as she puts the car 
into gear and begins to drive away leaving Albert standing alone in the garage 
as the door slowly begins to close. 

The phone begins to ring, the sound of it snaps Albert out of his daze. He 
runs into the house and answers it. “Hell-o.” 

“Albert?” The voice on the other end questions. 

“Yeah, who is this?” 

“Albert its Steve. You busy?” 

“No.” 

“Can you get away for a day or two?” 

“Well Pat just left, I think her mother died or had a hysterectomy or 
something like that, I don’t know, why what you got going?” Albert responds 
flippantly. 

“Well I got two tickets to the Ramon Aliverise fight in Vegas.” Says the 
voice on the other end of the phone. 

“No way! No way!” Albert screams excited. 

“Yep, yep I do boy-o, you want to go?” Giggles Steve. 

“I am there, I am so fu...” Albert stops mid-sentence. 

“What, what’s wrong?” Questions Steve. 



“N, n, Nothing, I can’t remember. It probably wasn’t important anyway. 
I’m grabbing my stuff, I’m on my way.” 

“Cool meet me here.” Says Steve. 

“You got it.” Albert says as he hangs up the phone. 



6y. 


Twenty-four hours in a day. There are twenty-four hours in a day 
weather it is a good one or a bad one. The seconds, the minutes, the hours 
they all tick out the same, but for some reason on those bad ones they seem to 
tick a little slower. 

Time has a funny way of moving like that, it speeds through the times you 
want to last, then lingers when you wish it would fly, today was going to be one 
of those days. 

I get the call around three pm, I don’t even know why I’m being called 
out. I don’t usually get the call out on things like this, I do the wet work. 

This it’s just a bank job gone awry. 

There’s no guess who here. No connect the little blood spatters, I do 
unknown murderers, I do serial, not shoot em ups. 

Like I said I don’t do this kind of work, who the Hell knows anyways is 
what I do. 

I guess my number was just up in the rotation or something. 

Before I even get on scene, I can see black billowy plumes of smoke 
rising up into the air from the vicinity. From a block or two away I can smell the 
acrid aroma of burning textiles and flesh. “Wow,” I think to myself, “looks like 
the entire fifth army got into a tangle with the locals here. I wonder how many 
of them there was?” 

I travel a little farther and I’m met with police tape and blue boys holding 
the crowd of onlookers at bey. I put my cherry on the roof of my car and give the 
squealer a burst. 

Everyone looks, a couple of the boy’s scramble to move the crowd aside 
as they lift the tape and motion me through. 

I stop next to one of the patrolmen that is holding the tape up for me so 
that I can drive under and I ask him, “I thought this was just a stick em up, 
what the Hell happened here?” 

He just kind of looks at me like I’m the prize retard at the county fair and 
says, “You got to see it for yourself, you got to see it for yourself.” 

Then he just kind of shakes his head, so I drive on past. 

Not far beyond that tape I start seeing them...bodies, their lying 
everywhere, some of em are lying in more than one place at a time. It looks like 
a meat cleaver went on a rampage through here. I haven’t seen anything 
like this since the war. Something tells me that there’s a bit more to what we 
have here than your ordinary bank job. 



Something else hits me queer. “Where are the wounded?” 

All I’m seeing is dead, nothing is moving moaning, or screaming. 

“Maybe they already got them all out?” I try to tell myself, but I know it 
can’t be true with all the fallen there has to be twice as many in need. This just 
happened, there couldn’t have been enough time to get to em all yet. 

I make my way to the town square, as I breach the side street leading to 
it, I stop my car, there is no way to go any further unless I don’t mind running 
over what is left of these people. 

As I exit my car that’s when I see him little Danny Crump, yeah, it’s him all 
grown up and what do you know. The first thing I notice is the new jewelry he’s 
sporting round his neck. He traded in his soda can for Fort Knox, what do you 
know the boys a fast riser. 

Anyway, he’s looks to be questioning some guy a witness I’m guessing. 

It’s hard to tell with that guy, he don’t look right, an he sure don’t look shook. 

He don’t look like somebody that should be here, and that suit. “Where 
in the Hell do you get a suit like that?” I’m wondering all of this when Danny 
spies me, he waves me over smiling. I acquiesce, “Hey Crumples!” I yells to 
him, his smile fades. 

You see we always used to call him Crumples because of these horrible 
wash and wear suits he used to wear back in the day. Judging by his change in 
expression I’m guessing he thinks them days are behind him. I don’t think so. 

“Hey Mickey.” he says to me just as friendly and insecure as always. 

“Hey,” I says, “what you got for me?” 

He just looks at me kind of confused and asks, “Got for you? You mean 
you’re on this, I thought you only did the zombie stuff?” 

Zombie stuff that’s what the regular Joes call what I do, like I said I do 
the serials, an them guys is mostly like zombies once you catch em, you know 
empty inside, that’s why they do what they do, they’re trying to fill that empty 
space, that void. I wish they’d try liquor, its legal and it don’t make as much of a 
mess. Enough of that though, let’s get back to Crumples. 

I smile at him and say, “Yeah you an me both, I guess somebody figured 
it different today though. Hunh?” 

“Yeah, yeah, I guess so.” Danny says in a meek hurt sort of way. I guess 
he thought this was his, an yet again I guess he thought wrong. I ask him again, 



“So what you got for me?” 

His answers come quick, and I can’t believe my ears. Not again, not 
another one. 

“Well, “I think to myself, “I guess that explains why there are no 
wounded. “Man, when it rains it pours. 



jo. 


https ://www .youtube ■com/watch?v=1482T0yNkeo 


Joseph sits remembering the past long into the night, his mind plagued 
by constant futile questions, “What did I do?” 

“What didn’t I do?” 

“ What should I have done? 

“What could I have done differently?” 

It is as productive as a circle jerk and he knows it. 

The first few months where bliss as they often are, then things began to 
change, not slowly, but quickly. With her everything was fast, always fast, he 
liked that, waiting wasn’t his thing then or now. The road to perdition began 
almost within days of their arrival at their new abode. 

There were no questions without definite answers then, he knew that a 
mistake had been made. His fate was glaringly clear. He knew what he 
should have done, but he didn’t do it, he couldn’t do it, she immediately 
became his weakness. 

The only quandary at that time was since he knew what was going to 
happen could it truly be counted as a mistake, or was it a calculated error? 

Now things are different, things are most defiantly changed. Though the 
questions remain. 

“How is the first ?” 

“How could someone that made him feel so good, that meant so much to 
him, that he thought he meant so much to do this to him?” 

Joseph knows the answer to all of them of course, he just doesn’t want to 
face the truth, even though he was given the answers straight from her 
poisonous lips, in those final fatal moments. 

Joseph didn’t realize, this supposedly strong, outgoing girl was actually 
more insecure than he would ever be. 

She was not driven by love, nor passion, she was a slave to her own 
twisted need for constant reassurance of her beauty, hence her worth through 
attention, no matter what kind it was. 



Within a week possibly less Joseph fell victim to her worst twist, she 
could derive the attention she craved by manipulating the emotions of others, 
she had the ability to make him ecstatic, to make him feel as though he had 
worth, but that simply would not do. 

You see if she made him feel good, or happy that was unacceptable due 
to the fact that she could never feel those things, so in order to justify herself, 
her being she would have to make him more miserable than herself. 

Besides what right did he, or anyone else have to be happy if she wasn’t? 

After all that would put them one upon her. 

There was also the power and control this afforded her his life would be 
dependent upon her whim, in her mind that made him weak, and inferior. 

She desperately needs, and craved superiority especially over him. She 
saw him for what he truly was, he had gifts and quality’s she would never 
possess, he had promise, talent, things that made no home within her. 

Joseph had people that loved, respected, and yes even some admired 
him, there was a decency about him, he was loyal, and honest, someone to be 
trusted. 

People were drawn to him, then befriended him like family unlike her. 

She had none of these things in her life, eventually everyone saw her for 
what she was, then wanted no part of her. They saw her for the cancer she was. 
Once she realized that the game was on, after all this isn’t life, or love it is a 
contest to see who’s better. 

She knew in the recessed confines of her little black heart that she could 
never come close to ascending to his equal, but that she could in time pile 
drive him into a place somewhere below her. 

She could destroy her knight in shining armor, as she once called him. 
She knew that since she could not rise, he had to fall, after all who was he to 
save her. And so, it began. 

She cut him down in short order, it wasn’t hard for her, she was well 
practiced in her craft. She knew exactly what to do, and how to do it. 

His hidden fears were like neon signs to her. Abashed within the glow of 
his insecurities all she had to do was home in on them. 

Joseph knew this would never last as I have said, but the veraciousness 
of her attack left him stunned, plus there was the fact that he believed in love, 
that things mattered in some greater way. 



He mistakenly believed that if he could get her to see the purity of his 
love for her, that it could magically get through to her, it could illicit some form 
of change thus saving them both after all true love concurs all. 

You see his Hellish darling did not yet understand that she had saved 
him, as he had her. Once he mistakenly made that know to her that was all she 
needed, he truly was weak in her eyes, she was above him. 

Joseph recalls the beginning to the voice in his head, “I remember the 
first hint that things had changed, she began ignoring me only a little at first. It 
was like she was trying to show me my place in her world, she was trying to 
show me I was there for her. I wasn’t needed.” 

“Yeah dummy, I already know and I told you then, you still had time to fix 
things though but you wouldn’t, you could have went home, you could have 
went back to her life and left her as nothing more than a wonderful mistake.” 
Taunts the voice. 

“I felt dead there and you know that.” Joseph snaps back. 

“It would have been better to have felt dead and lived rather than, going 
through what you are now and you know it.” 

“No, no that’s where your wrong, at least I got to experience love.” 

“But that’s where your wrong she never loved you, she is incapable of it 
and you know that.” 

“No, that’s where your wrong, I think in her way as much as she could 
she loved me. It may not have been the thing you or I would recognize as love 
but it was there.” 

“If that thing that stopped her from killing you could ever be called love, 
then I guess she did.” 

“Goto Hell.” 

“I’ve been with you through it all, I think we are both already there.” The 
voice snickers. 

Joseph sits quietly for a moment then responds, “That’s where you may 
be wrong my friend, I don’t think that we have quite reached Hell yet, this is just 
its periphery, purgatory at best. We haven’t even begun to suffer yet. I think 
there’s more. I don’t think she is done with us yet; I can still feel her. The bond 
is still there.” 

“For both of our sakes I hope your wrong.” The voice says sorrowfully. 

“I wish I was wrong, but you know I’m not, and even you have got to 
admit it, I know you can feel her too.” 

Reluctantly the voice agrees, “I know, but that isn’t what scares me.” 



“What is it that scares you then?” Joseph questions. 

“What scares me is that I know you aren’t done with her yet, you wish 
you could be as much as I do, but we both know you aren’t. You still have 
hope.” 

“Is that what it is, I thought it was stupidity.” Joseph says snidely. 

“It is that by definition. I wish I could say or do something to change 
what you are going to do. I wish I could do something to stop you, but we both 
know I am only along for the ride. I have no control, you won’t stop until she 
kills you, kills us. What a waste.” 

“I we die then we die for love, that is not a waste.” Joseph snaps angrily. 

“It wouldn’t be if you both felt that same love, we already discussed her 
feelings for you, do I really need to go into that again you mopey little bitch.” 

Joseph ‘s ire is raised at the voices remark, “There’s more to it than just 
her now, and you know that. You know that is worth dying for, that would give 
our life meaning and worth. The purity of our sacrifice would be glorious.” 

“I guess if you’re a bitch and that’s the way you’re looking at it I could get 
behind it, but I can feel your doubt.” 

“Well hopefully I will get it together and man up then, I have to her and us 
aren’t‘t what‘s important. We need to die for this.” 

“Then hopefully,” the voice begins, “then hopefully you won’t allow 
yourself, to be tricked by her into believing there is some form of hope. We 
know our mission; we just need the plan now. Our death will be our 
redemption.” 



Jl. 


https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=b9e5fT8migI 


Tobey begins to gently stir as he nears the surface of consciousness as 
he does the Winnebago is rocked hard by a gust of wind spawned by the ever- 
darkening storm clouds that gather overhead. The desert is dim though it is not 
long after dawns early light. 

Tobey’s eyelids begin to flutter threatening to open. Carey begins to make 
a mad dash from the front of the motor home back to the bedroom to make 
sure Tobey is alright, as his eyes spring wide an even larger gust pummels itself 
into the side of the vehicle shoving it hard into the opposite lane. 

Carey’s father regains control correcting the Winnebago’s course, but not 
before Carey is thrown head first into the wall before she meets the floor. 

She is not hurt, just slightly dazed. She thinks better of continuing her 
journey upon her feet, she crawls on all fours to his side. 

Her brother and sister are crying in the front of the vehicle, she can hear 
her mother and father crying out to her, ’’Make sure he is ok, make sure Tobey 
is ok.” then to her siblings, “It’s alright, it’s alright everything is ok now, you’re 
ok.” Then back to her, “Is he ok, Carey is he ok?” 

Carey reaches the bedside as a wall of rain begins assailing the motor 
home the racket created by it is deafening. As she looks down Tobey appears to 
be sleeping again. Carey smiles down at him and says as only a lover could say 
to their true love, “I can’t believe your sleeping through this baby, that’s alright 
you don’t need to wake up you just sleep I’ll keep you safe, everything is going 
to be al...” 

At that moment Tobey’s eyes open wide and fast once again he grasps 
her right forearm hard. Carey finds herself staring into his icy blue eyes, she 
finds herself becoming lost within them. The world around her fades away there 
is only silence, only her and him. 

She has spent endless hours hovering over him, caring for his needs, 
imagining him, loving him until this moment she has never seen him awake, 
she has never seen his eyes. 

Somewhere deep inside her an ach begins to well, it is not an ach of pain 
nor sorrow, it is the ach of the truest purest love one human could ever know 
for another. 

As she gazes down upon him Tobey’s lips slowly begin to part, for the first 
time she hears his voice, soft and gentle he says to her, “I’m awake.” 



As she hears the sound of his voice the world and its sounds return to 
her. Carey’s father is screaming to her franticly now, almost panicked, 
“Goddamn it Carey! Goddamn it is he alright? Answer me.” 

“Why wont you answer me.” as the storm worsens and their world is 
rocked to a most violent extent. 

The winds threaten to become murderous as Tobey brings her completely 
back to the world, “You better answer him.” is all he says. 

“Ok, Dad, Dad he’s ok.” 

“Are you sure?” Is her fathers strained response? 

“Yes, I’m sure.” Carey says meekly. 

“Are you sure? He didn’t fall out of the bed, did he?” 

“Nothing hit him did it?” Carey’s father questions impatiently. 

“I said I’m sure Dad.” Says Carey. 

“Did you check him?” 

“ How are you sure?” Her father fires back. 

“Because Daddy.” Carey manages feebly. 

“Jesus Christ Carey what in the Hell do you mean because?” Her father 
shouts as his rage and concern begins to grow. 

For some unknown reason Carey is afraid to tell her father how she 

knows. 

It is as if to tell him would be to lose Tobey, to never see those wondrous 
eyes again, to never hear softly spoken words flowing from his lips to her again. 

“You better answer him.” Tobey urges as the Winnebago is rocked yet 
again, this time hard enough that she can hear her mother scream in fright. 

“Carey for the love of Christ how do you know?” Her father bellows. 

“Because... because he, he’s awake.” Carey answers hesitantly. 

“He’s what?” 

“ Did you say awake?” Her father questions confused. 

Carey takes a deep breath and gathers the strength to betray herself 
once again by proclaiming loudly, “Yes, awake Daddy, I said awake!” 

“Goddamn its baby, you have to give him the shot. “Remember the 
shot I showed you?” 

“You have to give it to him.” Her father cries. 

“Why?” Carey screams as she begins to fall into Tobey’s eyes once again. 

Her father’s voice stops her journey this time,” Why, why! What in the 
Hell do you mean why? Because I said to. Look I told you that you might have to 
do this and why before now do it Goddamn it!” Carey’s father demands as he 
fights to get the motor home safely to the shoulder. 



Carey stares lost at Tobey, a tear begins to roll down her cheek as she 
whispers to him, “But I don’t want to.” 

Tobey smiles reassuringly at her as he says to her, “Listen to your father, 
he’s right, you have to. 

“But I can’t. “Carey chokes out as she begins to sob. 

“You have to and you can. “Tobey gently urges. “There’s nothing to be 
afraid of. “ 

Carey wants to tell him why she can’t, to beg him not to ask this of her. As 
she is about to Tobey squeezes her arm slightly and says with sorrow filled 
eyes, “It’s alright, everything is alright. I need you to do this, I want you to do 
this please.” 

Sobbing Carey reaches over to the stand by the bed. She slides the 
drawer open and removes the small rectangular black case her father had 
shown her a lifetime ago. She clutches the case containing the hypodermic 
needle and small vile that she was told would make sure he would stay asleep. 
When she questioned then, “Why does he need to stay asleep?” 

Her father looked kindly into her eyes and answered, “Because he’s sick 
baby, when he’s awake it gets worse, it’s the only way we can save him.” 

Carey begins to cry harder as she now for some unknown reason 
becomes sure that her father lied. “But I don’t.” 

Carey’s words are interrupted as Tobey says, “You won’t lose me, I 
promise you. You won’t lose me. Now you have to do this.” 

“Ok, ok,” she sobs as she opens up the box and removes the syringe, 

“are you sure?” Carey pleads. 

“Yes, baby, yes I am, now please do it.” Tobey says. 

Carey removes the protective cap from the needle then slowly places it 
against Tobey’s arm, she hesitates for a moment before pushing it into his arm. 

There is a slight resistance as the needle tears a small hole in Tobey’s 
arm before effortlessly slipping deep into its tissue. 

Carey looks once again deeply into his eyes. Tobey looks back into hers 
and for one lost moment they both almost become derelicts held captive within 
another’s gaze. Then he says, “Go ahead. Do it.” 

Reluctantly Carey pushes the plunger in, she watches as the liquid sleep 
takes hold of him. First his eyes flutter, then they close as he falls back into the 
bed. Carey bows her head, then begins to sob without repose. 




The poison that he swallowed came in the form of conniving words of 
misspoken woe from her mouth. She is a creature of misery most tried and 
sure, the only drama in her life is that which she created. 

The pain she focused upon, and caused herself she used to define her 
own self-worth, she used it to define her very being. She tried to use it against 
him, she tried wrong. 

Angelica tries again from another angle, yet again she is cut short, he 
does not listen, he simply continues preparing his unmentioned masters tools, 
whomever he might be. 

“These stories you keep telling me.” 

“Why do you do that?” 

“Is there a purpose to them?” He asks. 

Lillian realizes the normal enticements aren’t working, “Why not ?” she 
questions. 

“This is how you twist men?” 

“This has always worked.” 

Hell, this got her two husbands, three homes, two beach houses on 
either coast and a hundred thousand a month in alimony. 

“Why isn’t this working on him?” 

“Crap he must be gay.” 

“This stuff never works on gays they aren’t tricked by the bull like a 
straight guy.” For the first time Lillian begins to worry whether or not she can 
bend this situation to her will. 

“My name is Lillian.” She calls out to him, “What is yours?” “What does 
that matter?” He asks. 

“I’m just trying to get to know you, I guess.” Angelica counters. 

“No, no you’re not. You’re not. Your trying to make me see you as a 
person rather than an object. It won’t work though, I don’t care.” He states in a 
disinterested sort of way. 

“What would be wrong with that?” Angelica queries. 

“Look, what did you say your name was?” The man asks disinterested. 

“Angelica, Angelica.” she almost pleads. 

“Ok, well... Angelica, I’m not a fag if that’s what you’re thinking.” He 
states simply. 

“No, oh God no I would never think that.” Angelica pleads. 



Suddenly she feels a slight breeze as he moves towards her quickly, she 
feels his chin as he shoves it into her clavicle hard as he drones into her ear, 
“NO” you didn’t, that’s why you changed your tactics, don’t try to b.s. me 
Angelica, “He says tauntingly, “don’t try it.” 

“I would never do that.” Angelica retorts with growing panic. 

The man giggles, “But you did, you did.” 

“No, I swear to you I didn’t.” Angelica pleads. 

“Sure, you didn’t.” He says to her. 

“I would never think that about you I swear.” Angelica almost screams to 

him. 

“Swear to God.” He taunts. 

“I swear.” She says. 

“But to who?” He counters. 

“To him.” Angelica answers. 

She feels his chin dig in deeper, harder as he seethes, “His name...say 
his name.” 

“God to God.” She cries, as she does, she feels the pressure released as 
he removes himself from her. 

“You know, you know, you shouldn’t swear things like that to him at this 
moment.” He half giggles smugly. “And do you know why?” 

“It’s the truth though,” she calls out as panic begins to well anew. 

“No, no it most defiantly is not. You thought I was a fag, and then you 
lied while swearing upon the Lords name, hours before you’re going to meet 
him. Your screwed. How does that make you feel?” 

“Please Angelica begins to sob, “please don’t say that. You don’t have to 
do this. You don’t have to let him do this. Please help me.” 

There is a long pause before the man speaks again. It is just long enough 
to give Angelica brief hope before his words dash it. “No Angelica, nope 
there is no help, salvation, or relief from suffering here. You, “his voice grows 
louder, “you are going to learn a new meaning to the words pain and suffering.” 

“Your scheming heart will bleed out here tonight, there are no friends or 
consorts to be had here tonight, there is no way out tonight. Your fate can not 
be changed.” 

“You will cry out.” 

“You will beg, but not for life, you will call out for me to murder you. You 
will beg for it.” 

“Baby murder me now. Fore I am him. I am your destroyer. My name, as 
you have asked for is Thaddeus Placko, I am your least gracious host.” 



I am he and he... is me, and I am not a FAG! 



https ://www. youtube .com/watch?v=TmGmDiS14FE 


The bright sound of a tin lid being gently tapped back into place resealing 
the canister of lacquer it protects can be heard, from within the confines of an 
immaculately kept woodworking shop. 

At the rear of the shop is a raised wooden platform perhaps eight inches 
in height, atop the platform is a large wooden bench. The bench runs the entire 
length of the platform set squarely against the wall. 

About three feet above the bench are cabinets each one connecting 
perfectly flush with its neighbor, each one being four feet in width, four feet in 
height, two- and one-half feet in depth. These cabinets run around the entire 
expanse of the room providing storage space for whatever tool or materials one 
might need for whatever your desired project may be, their only gap being the 
length of the bench. 

There above it secured by a wooden framework is a pegboard where 
most of the tools you would need are hung elegantly placed, wonderfully 
spaced, and gloriously clean. 

Beneath the shelves in front of the bench, placed before the pegboard, 
atop the platform is a handcrafted wooden stool, which is where Zander Pike 
sits perched, beneath a single naked bulb that hangs by its wiring from the 
ceiling. 

He reaches behind his back and unties the apron he is wearing, then 
removes it. He carefully folds it then places it to his right. He rubs it smooth 
then adjusts it slightly so that it’s perfectly folded angles exactly match those of 
the bench’s corners, their leading edges blending into one another. Its 
placement is so precise that you would need one of the woodworker’s squares 
from the pegboard to tell you otherwise 

This being done he retrievers a pristine white handkerchief from the 
breast pocket of his shirt, then carefully wipes around the edges of the can. 

With his right foot he depresses a lever situated at the bottom of a 
chrome trash can. Its lid opens and Zander tosses the handkerchief in with the 
others. 

Zander rises from the bench then places the canister of lacquer upon a 
shelf above and to the left of the bench. 

It sits alongside other vessels containing glues, stains, paints, varnishes, 
lacquers, and other polymers. 



All of the cans are in neat little symmetrical rows, with their labels facing 
perfectly forward. 

None of the cans bare even the slightest hint of a speck of dust, nor any 
other form of contaminate. 

With his task completed Zander returns to his seat, he sits at his bench 
admiring his work, turning it this way and that, to and fro. His work is a 
miniature wooden house. 

The house is white with a brown roof, complemented with tiny 
meticulously carved shingles. Around the roof are beautiful painstakingly 
crafted eves and gambles. 

The house itself is a two-story white home with red trim. There are three 
windows placed concentrically about its second floor. 

The first floor has two windows, one at either side directly below their 
hovering counterpart. 

Placed between the two is a small porch with to pillars suspending an 
eve over the front door. 

Zander did not skimp on even the most miniscule of detail, if you were to 
look closely at it you would be able to see that not only does the house come 
complete with siding, but that the siding is not simply alluded to by shallow 
lines across its surface, but that each piece was carved into the wood at 
precise angles. 

The door to the home was not spared his touch either, embedded within 
it are small recessed panels, a tiny window perfectly centered in its upper 
quadrant, there is even a small door handle, and knocker. 

Each window was cut from the wood, their frames perfect, right down to 
the molding around the window panes cut from thin strips of tinted plastic. 

Each detail is to a degree fantastic saving one, the tint is the clue. 

Each house is a reflection of it’s maker. 

All are empty inside, this detail carefully hidden within the details. 

Zander smiles gently at the miniature house, satisfied with his work. He 
grimaces slightly as he rises from his stool. 

He gingerly lifts his prize from atop his bench with his left hand, and with 
his right he tugs the tiny pull chain, thus extinguishing the single light above his 
bench, then grasps the house with both hands as he carries it, as if it some 
form of religious relic. 

He makes his way across the darkened work shop to a set of stairs that 
are dimly illuminated by a weak shaft of light which emanates from somewhere 
behind a slightly ajar door. 

He ascends the stairs slowly, and pushes the door at the top open with 
an elbow, obviously not wanting to release his grasp on the dollhouse. 



Zander walks into a kitchen which is a stark contrast to the pristine 
condition of the workshop only a few feet beneath his feet. The perfect order of 
the room below, an unbelievable contrary to the disorder, and chaos of this 
room. 

Nothing is in its place dirty dishes, pots, pans, bowls, forks, knives, 
spoons, and many other utensils overflow the sink onto the counters, stovetop, 
and table top. 

There are stacks of yellowing old newspapers from ceiling to floor 
obscuring the walls from view. 

Zander continues down a long hallway leading to a dining room. In there 
the newspapers give way to stack upon stack of magazines, also bound 
together with twine. 

In the center of the room there is a beautifully crafted eaglewood dining 

table. 

The table top is cluttered with an innumerable number of items. 

There are envelopes ripped open then discarded here decades ago 
intermixed with fresher looking correspondences. There are old machine 
parts, fragments of toys, springs, electric motors, several rusting handguns, 
rifles, shotguns, firearm frames, bullets, live, and spent cartridges. 

These are just a few of the items atop of the pile, there are many more 
below probably scaring the fine wood beneath them. 

Underneath the table there are cardboard boxes packed tightly together 
over stuffed their sides bulging outward, each one’s surface is caked in years 
old dust. 

Some of them bare a stain from some random liquid or another. 

What treasures of personal meaning must these boxes contain one 
might wonder? 

Zander delves further into his dwelling, through an archway into a living 
room. In the center of the floor there is a coffee table made of Japanese Keyaki 
wood, strangely there is nothing atop of it other than dust. 

Behind the table sits an old couch it is withered and worn. There are two 
chairs and an abdomen, none of these items really bare mention. 

The living room is an unremarkable place, aside from the breath-taking 
banister. The hand rail is made of Chinese teak as to are the spindles. 

The hand rail itself is an ornately carved work of art. The upper half being 
perfectly shaped, and sanded smooth, while its lower half consists of 
hundreds, perhaps thousands of delicate roses each one delicate petals 
painstakingly hand carved into the wood running the entire length of the beam 
on either side. 



Each spindle is the exact clone of its next, each of these being beautifully 
worked upon a lathe, by what has to be a master woodworker. The care in this 
piece is evident in its magnificence. 

Zander climbs the stairs to the second floor, once there he is greeted 
with more boxes these completely covering the walls from floor to ceiling. 

On the right are more newspapers, covering their wall in the same 
manner that the boxes do the opposing one. 

To Zanders right there are no breaks in the covering, the doors are 
sealed from view. 

To his left however there is a single brown mahogany door directly at the 
end of the hall. 

There are two more breaks on the walls to the doors left and right sides, 
as he moves towards the door at the end of the hall these gaps reveal two 
more doors of the same manufacture. 

Zander holds the doll house to his chest, then gingerly takes his right 
hand and turns the knob upon the door and pushes it open, then steps in. 

With the same hand he flips on the light switch. When the lights come on 
it is immediately apparent that he is in a small child’s room, a little girl. 

This is evident due to the fact that the lower half of the walls are pink and 
the upper half are white with Princess and unicorns dancing happily painted 
upon them. 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=3LB9tNl-lVk 
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Wisps of dust, and splintered fragments of ancient wood dance about 
the air before settling onto the floor of the confessional, and onto Father Priest. 

There is a steady thunk, thunk, thunk, as the unyielding projectiles punch 
fresh holes into the structure. 

The Father lies on the floor covering his head in the fetal position as the 
world fragments around him. Suddenly there is silence. 

It takes Father Priest a few moments to realize Armageddon has ended, 
he opens his eyes slowly as he cautiously removes his arms from their 
protective posture upon his head. 

As his eyelids open slightly the first thing, he notices is that his eyes are 
not immediately assailed but light nor molested by particles of dust or debris. 
There is nothing only darkness. 

“Am I dead?” Father Priest question to himself. 

The Father further unfolds and rolls onto his back. 

His legs are fully extended, yet they do not come into contact with the 
walls of the confessional. 

His head doesn’t touch the opposing wall either. 

“I’m defiantly not in the confessional anymore.” He says to himself as he 
realizes that there is no way he could possibly lay in an outstretched position 
such as his current one within the tight confines of the confessional. 

“Glory be to God, could I be dead?” This time Father Priest questions 
aloud, there is no echo his voice simply falls flat. 

He rolls onto his stomach then places his hands to the ground and 
pushes himself up to his feet. It is at this moment he notices, as his heart skips 
a beat, “I can see my hands... I can see my arms, my legs my, my everything.” 

The Father is assailed by the fact that the place he inhabits is not dark. 
The blackness is not due to an absence of light. It is due to an absence of 
matter, there is just nothing to see. 

“Ok then, this is strange. Where in the Hell am I ?” 

“Well it took you long enough to figure that one out.” A voice answers 
from everywhere at once. 

Panic strikes The Father as he involuntarily responds, “What?” 

There is a pleasant laugh then the voice speaks again, “I’m sorry, I’m 
sorry,” says the voice still chuckling, “I’m sorry I couldn’t resist.” 

“What?” Interrupts Father Priest stunned. 

“You’re not in Hell Anthony,” the random giggles stop, “actually your 
nowhere?” 



“What?” 

“Anthony.” 

“What?” 

“I was just curious to see if you would say it again.” 

“what?” Father Priest squeaks diminutively. 

“SAY WHAT AGAIN!” 

“WHAT!” Father Priest screams half a beat behind a heart attack. 

The voice begins to chuckle at first then speaks while gripped in full 
blown laughter, Tm sorry Anthony I was just playing with you, but this isn't 
going to be a very productive meeting if I'm the only one speaking and you just 
keep saying what.” 

“Ok.” Says Father Priest beaten. 

“Well see that wasn't so hard was it we have ok, so how about we shoot 
for a full sentence.” 

Meekly, “Where did you say I am.” 

“You my friend are nowhere.” 

“That, that doesn’t exactly explain a lot to me, if you get what I mean.” Starts 
the Father, as his confusion grows, he begins to reason aloud to the voice. 

“It’s kind of hard to be nowhere, even if it was nowhere if your there then 
that would make it somewhere. I mean if this was nowhere then there would be 
nothing. If that were true then, “What the Hell am I standing on!” 

“Oh a smartass.” 

“Are you getting smart with me?” The voice asks tauntingly full of glee. 

“No... no I wasn..” 

“It’s ok Anthony I was kidding again.” 

“I can see this place is bothering you, I cannot have you distracted,” The 
voice interrupts. 

“Let’s try this instead.” 

Colors slowly begin to make themselves visible, dim at first then more 
vibrant, as the space around him begins to form borders, and boundaries. 
Distortions in the once empty space begin to form, the random colors begin to 
swirl as they take on definite hues the distortions begin to form the shapes of a 
world familiar. 

Rather than rolling hills adorned in fields of overly vibrant green grass, 
the space takes the form of The Fathers study. “There is that better?” The voice 
asks him. 

This time the voice is different it has direction; it comes from behind him. 
The Father snaps around and there sitting behind his desk is a Brad Pitt with 
shoulder length blond hair just like in Legends Of The Fall, wearing a black t- 
shirt. 



The shirt has a picture of Yosemite Sam brandishing his six shooters with 
a caption saying, “Back off San Francisco !!!” 

“What the Hell is this?” Priest demands. 

“Your study,” Brad answers smiling, “But since you keep invoking the 
name of that other place, I could take you there if you would be more 
comfortable.” 

Time space distorts slightly, and Father Priest notices the slight hint of 
brimstone just beginning to make its way into his nostrils, “No, no that’s alright, 
that’s alright. This will do, this will do just fine.” 

“Are you sure? I mean it’s really no trouble at all. ” Brad asks taunting 
politely. 

The temperature jumps noticeably in the room. Father Priest quickly 
retorts, “No, no, no, this place is fine.” Brad laughs, “It’s perfect, perfect.” He 
finishes finding no humor in the situation. 

“Ok.” Answers Brad. 

The heat dissipates rapidly, as it does so does the odor of the 
brimstone, the walls solidify all is sort of well. “Thank you, thank you very 
much,” says Father Priest with a grateful tone prevalent in his voice. 

The Fathers eyes avert towards Brad, as his eyes fall upon him, he is 
noticeably changed, he slightly older, his hair is shorter like Fight Club. 

Brads dress hasn’t changed, and he's still smiling. “What the...” Father 
Priest is interrupted. 

“I thought you preferred this place?” The man questions. 

“I do, I do.” Replies the Father franticly. 

“Ok then,” Brad says graciously, “since we have the details of our local 
straightened out, would you mind if we proceed?” 

“No, no not at all, your game, your rules, can I just ask you what the ... 
what you have to do with this place ?” asks the Father. 

“What do you mean me?" Brad asks. 

“Well your Brad Pitt." 

“Oh this," Brad looks down at himself then back up, “My image and all he 
actually looks like me not what you where thinking. 

Brad holds out a hand invitingly to Father Priest, “Wont you please take a 
seat Anthony?” 

The Father nods in agreement then makes his way to the chair. He sits 
down without saying a word, then smiles dryly at Brad. 

“Oh, cheer up Anthony,” the man says smirking, “I was just having some 
fun with you.” 

“It isn’t that.” 



“What is it then?” Brad asks. 

“Am I dead?” The father asks coyly. 

“Oh, that’s what you’re worried about?” The man nods his head yes, as 
he answers, “No I am afraid you’re not.” 

“Then what the... then what is going on here? Was I shot, did I hit my 
head, am I in a coma?” 

“No, no... and no. Anything else?” Brad answers in a charming sort of 

way. 

“I would say that just about covers it?” Answers Father Priest. 

Brad leans forward in his chair, then reaches behind his back, he 
produces a small silver cigarette case, then opens it and produces a joint, he 
pops it into his mouth, then holds the case out to The Father offering him one. 
“Joint?” Brad asks invitingly. 

Father Priest holds up a hand, “No thank you.” 

Brad shrugs,” Ok suit yourself then. How about some toot?” 

“No, I’m good.” 

“You sure, some crack, crystal, ups, downs?” 

“No really I’m fine.” 

Brad sits straight up in his chair and claps his hands together then 
proclaims, “I got it heroin, heroin that’s it,” he points at the father, “you’re a 
heroin man, aren’t you?” 

“What? No of course not.” 

“I know I’m just messing with you. Actually, Anthony I know everything 
there is to know about you.” Says Brad as he lights his joint. 

“Then why did you ask?” Questions Father Priest. 

Brad takes a large toke from the joint, and answers as he holds his 
smoke. “Like I said,” He exhales, “I was just messing with you. Man, you don’t 
know what you’re missing.” He holds out the joint once again in offerance to 
Father Priest. 

The Father holds up his hand again in refusal. 

“Ok, suit yourself, more for me, I don’t mind.” Brad says then sits staring 
at Father Priest. 

After a few moments The Father questions, “So.” 

“So?” Brad asks. 

“So, are you going to tell me why we are here then?” 

“Well I probably shouldn’t, but what the Hell why not. So, one day Dad 
was just sitting around and...” 

“What are you talking about?” Father Priest interrupts. 



Brad stops he frowns at The Father, then his smile returns, this time it is 
the smile of the stoned, “Oh, oh, oh why are “we” here. I get it, yeah. You and I 
in this place, I though you meant everyone, all of us, the whole meaning of life 
thing, don’t worry I ‘m back with the program now. I got you.” 

Father Priest bows his head in futility then mutters, “Thanks be to Christ, 
glory be his name.” 

“Stop that! Stop that, I hate it when people do that!” Demands Brad 

“Do what?” 

“Condescends, condescend to me, don’t you condescend to me.” 
Demands the man in that stoned sort of way. 

“Bu, but I was just...” Father Priest stammers. 

“Forget it man,” He says, as the smile returns to his face, “Just forget it. 
No harm no foul. Let’s just get on to the business at hand then. Shall we?” 

“Ok.” 

Soap bubbles begin to appear floating about the air from out of 
nowhere, “I love bubbles, do you like bubbles? I love bubbles. What are your 
thoughts on bubbles?” 

“They are ok I guess.” 

With great incredulity Brad responds, “You don’t know, you don’t know 
their bubbles man.” 

“What’s not to love?” 

“ You got to love em. You got to understand the bubbles otherwise you’ll 
never understand life. What are you dead?” 

“That’s what I’m trying to figure out.” 

“Sorry I forgot, this whole, am I dead, where are we thing, I’m sorry. I 
said that. You already know that. Screw it anyway, I forgot that. I ‘m not stupid 
man. I’m just stoned. I’m not perfect or anything they just put that in the book. 
It wasn’t true or anything, you know how man is and all.” 

Are you starting to condescend me, are you doing that again, are you?” 
Asks Brad beginning a new taunt. 

“No.” 

Giggling Brad responds, “I know like I told you I'm," Father Priest 
completes the sentence in unison with him, “just messing with you.” 


https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=iCJQHedN4Uw 




